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Dear ſpirit of refinement! 

From where thou haſt choſen thy pure celeſtial 
dwelling, deſcend ! 

From thee, bright form of innocence, | 
Fly the brutal ſhadows that darken the hoſom of man, 
Thine are the grand, the energetic, the inviſible; 
Thou art the ſoul of the world! 
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MM Guardian returned with his 
lovely daughter. I ſaw them pals 
through the court, but ſought them 
not. Hope was extinguithed ; I 
pauſed in filence on the future; miſery 
alone was ſeen. Where could I find 
an aſylum for afflicted beauty? How 
defend a wife !—Filial piety here for- 
bad my indulgence of ſoft ideae. 
My exiled Father, my loſt Mother, 
claimed my exertion, and I reſolved 
to riſe ſuperior to the dear delirium. 
Can I ſee him departalone,” ſaid I, 
looking wildly at the horizon ; © can 
“Ilie dreaming of unutterable worlds 
© in the eyes of Emily, whilſt he is 
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ce roving Joyleſs round the earth? 
& No, I will imitate his virtue, and 
FE ſhare his fate.“ 


Full of my purpoſe, I rang for my 
dinner to be brought into my ſtudy, 
and ſent back a line by the ſervant, in 
which I requeſted my father to haſten 
our departure on the morrow. 


& All is now concluded,” I ex- 
claimed, with a ſigh. © Woman, faſ- 
F© cinating woman, ſhall enſlave me 
«© no more! I will hurry from the 
< indolence with which ſhe impreg- 
ce nates the very air around her, and 
« the ſounds of war ſhall awaken me 


ce to energy. Yes! I will go to the 


«© Duke of B* * A and, unknown 
« to my father, will implore his aſſiſt- 
© ance in aſſerting our privileges of 
„ ſharing, at leaſt, the common free- 

& dom 
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« dom of mankind, Muſt we for 
& ever behold the ſword of Death 
«© held over us, merely becauſe we 
& are the relatives of a King ! ! May 
«© we, not breathe with liberty? Exe- 
* crable fate! My father ſhall be 
2 happy! Vaerring Moyer of eter- 
4 nal life! do thou fo direct my 
6e youthful, ardour as to make it pro- 
ce pitious to his clouded fortune: 
« give me war and death, but ſuffer 
e the gentle rays of peace to fall on 
6e his hours!“ ez 


„ 


Thus indulging alternately the 
loxury of reading, and of thought, I 
remained in my ſtudy till the approach 
of evening, when I ſaw Emily ſtray- 
ing negligently down the terrace-walk, 
towards the opening of the pleaſure 
garden. She ſometimes ſtooped to 
ſmell the hyacinth as it grew, and 

BK: food 
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ſtood meditating on the roſe without 
plucking it; as ſhe looſed the beaute- 
ous bud from her hold, it ſeemed to 
fly back to its parent-branches, as if 
conſcious of the death it had eſcaped, 
and pleafed in remaining a little 


longer in the fragrant family. Again 


I faw her hefitate, with her hands 
folded, and her head reclined on one 
ſhoulder, to gaze on the jonquils 
which had been gathered at noon, and 
now lay dying, neglected, on the turf, 
Her white ſcarf waved on the officious 
wind as ſhe turned the corner of the 
grove which ſecluded her from my 
ſight. My eyes remained for a mo- 
ment fixed to the point from whence 
ſhe had diſappeared. What had I now 
to do in my ſtudy? My refolves 
were formed: I had offered up the 
deareſt wiſhes of my foul at the altar 
of duty; it could be no crime to bid 

2 5 Emily 
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Emily a long farewel—No! No! My _ 
heart was too honeſt, and honeſtly 
did it ever obey the feelings of Na- 


ture, when thoſe feelings were in 


uniſon with the pleaſant dutics it owed 
to my fellow-creatures. 


I tripped lightly down the ſtairs, 


haſtened through the hall, whiſpered 
an adieu to every well-known tree, 


and threw. a parting look on each va- 


riegated bloſſom. 


nh To-morrow,” ſaid I, witha figh, 
(as I touched a carnation Emily had 


planted.) “ To-morrow I leave. thee, 


„ tender flower, Mayeſt thou long 
e be cheriſhed by the hand that 
_ placed thee here, whilſt I am be- 


coming roughly inured to ſavage 
valour, and a foe to peace !—Ah! 


cc what a contraſt! Thou art not 
B 3 capable 


111 EF 
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cc capable of deſtroying thou art Not 


cc MAN ! wy 


— 


As I EF a, „ Hagering, eye athwart 
the embroidered parterre, memory 
ran back to the moment when Emily 
brought the bouquette, with this in- 
nocent apology: They muſt once 


: die, and ON not die with "Wy ” 


cc Dew « Emily,” 4 my "buſy 


ought). Henry muſt die! and why 
Ae. not die with you?“ . 


ww. 


1 Sith i my. own on Me. 1 fancied 


the Carnation began to ſhut ber richly- 

"tinted beauties.— © Thou art no nig- 

"cc gard, ſweet flower! Thou haſt a 
8 99 right to., mourn, while thy beloved 
fun is ſtealing to his weſtern loves! 
MAT —He will return—When will Henry 
6 return! pos 


NT 
. n 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 7 


Here, the age-loving ivy crept 
round the venerable oak, as if ena- 
moured of her hoary protector 
There, the honey- ſuckle willingly en- 
tangled herſelf in the ſnares laid by 
the wily gardener round the bower to 
receive her encroachments; and above 
me, the blackbird bailed the dew- 
fall with his love-lengthened ſong. 


Bounteous Creator! Are not all 


thy tribes in harmony? Can Nature 


vary from herſelf? Is ſhe not glow- 
ing with univerſal love? Are not the 


minutiæ of things eternally moving 
in her behalf? Why then mult man 
throw the freezing drops of felf-denial 


on the warm tranſports of the heart. 


Under this kind of reaſoning, and 


full of queſtions, for which I required 


anſwers from ſome power ſtronger 
B 4 than 
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than myſelf, could my emotions be 
enough regulated to play with ſafety 
round my judgment, while in the pre- 
ſence of Emily? Ought I to have 
followed her? A gentleman would 
ſay—“ Yes”; a lady would ſay 
6 Nothing.“ 5340 


| Reclined on a bank, and peruſing a 
paper, I ſaw Emily in an arbour of 
woodbines. She ſaw me not, as J 
ole like a thief round coveted trea- 
ſure ; and I ſat myſelf 'down behind 
her. Flowers, and leaves of various 
kinds, formed her only external 
ſhields from ſo ardent a lover; but 
had ſhe not invincible innocence ? 


Often did I murmur at the ſhrub- 
bery, whoſe green trappings - waved 
themſelves ſo buſily as to conceal her 
ſpeaking eyes; but as the moments 

were 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 9 


were delicious ones, I waited i 
the denouement, 


After reading the paper, ſhe turned 
herſelf a little—I could obſerve her 
features Judge my ſoul by thy own, 
when ſhe ſang with a tender air, 


Angels! who our paths prepare, 
And on your azure pinions reſt, 
To watch the human heart, 

© Sleep not make me all your care! 
© While ſecret paſſion wounds my rr 
5 Some heav * balm impart! 


© Guard me to my lone retreat ! 
© Where the nun unnotic'd Fa! 4 
Her tender flame unknown !— 

© There, till my heart forgets to beat, 
© And mem'ry his fair ſhade reſigns, 
J Henry will bemy own.” 


Love, which would have forced 
me to advance, inſpired me at the 
fame moment with the fear of offend - 

my. - © 


* 
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ing-—Emily aroſe to be gone; for 
the evening ſtar appeared, and the 
blackbird was ſunk to repoſe,— 


. My * | git 1 ſaid I; ruſhing 

from my concealment—I could fay 
no more — Emily ſhrieked, and I 
caught her in my arms. Pointed as 
lightning is the tranſport of an op- 
preſſed heart, when bounding to- 
wards the object of its care.—I held 
her to my boſom, unable to tell her 
Why. Was not ſuch a moment worth 
an age of trammeled love? Heaven 
ſhould, at that moment, have called 
me from life. % M > 18 


Soon did the charming maid diſen- 
gage herſelf, and recover her native 
dignity. 1 could make no apology-— 
True, I had not exceeded the bounds 
of virtue, but I had broken rudely on 
| . her 


= 
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her reſerve; and waited in filence- 
that ſentence which, I knew, muſt 
throw-me on my fate. | 


/ 


Was it well done, Sir,” (ſaid ſhe, 


with a faultering voice) © to intrude 
on my retirement? Do you feel 


© an increaſe of pleaſure by having 
acquired the knowledge of my ſelf- 
6. delufion? Vou have acted unge- 


neroufly, and your conduct may 


prove deſtructive to more than 


* 


| Throwing myſelf at her feet, I 
loudly exclaimed “ Hold, incom- 


«© parable Maid! Pronounce not my 
«© doom: here will I kneel till you 
« are convinced how dearly your 
& felicity is prized by my fond heart. 


„ am not ungenerous, I will facri- 


& fice my peace, my life, to the 
B. 6 © tran- 
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„ tranquillity of your unblemiſhed 
„mind I- I will for ever remain at 
« your diſpoſal, but I never can ceaſe 
6% to love you! O, Emily! I have 
long ſuffered, have long ſtrove: to 
% baniſh you from my imagination; 
* my ſtrength of ſoul is not ſufficient 
6 Without you J am fick ; without 
& you I hate exiſtence; and all the 
“ varied tints of creative N ature fade 
« on my joyleſs fight. What muſt I 
£ do! Can you teach me not to 
* adore you? Have you the power 
of tearing your image from my re- 
| «© membrance? No! I will hold 
© you till every object is ſhut out by 
6 Death, and too ſurely I ſhall fall a 
victim to deſpair and love.” 


GENE - ee en ens ow - 3 — — 2 — — 8 n #4 0 - ä . h 
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Still holding her hand, I found ſhe 
ſhook with perturbation ; the pauſes 
of her breath grew ſhort—She 

C fighed, | 


$ 
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ſighed, and with ue men 
me to riſe. 


o Say you pardon me,. generous 
Emily! ſuffer me at leaſt to in- 
«© dulge the melancholy comfort of 
& believing myſelf - honoured with 
c your friendſhip; think with what 


N 


* 


«© anguiſh I go— 


© Go!—whither would you go? 


Can you leave my father? 


op I have a father 


. True] had ar) you 100 
© any father but mine.? 

The artleſs maid put her hand to 
her forehead, as if endeavouring to 
reconcile her judgment to the cir- 
eumſtance of the moment: but ſhe 

8 grew 
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grew more embarraſſed, and her he- 
ſitation increaſed the tranſport of my 
impaſſioned ſoul ; all was forgot but 
Emily! I grew; wild with love; roſe 
from the earth, Iſealed a mournful adieu 
on her chaſte lips; and, in that moment, 
could have fled with her to ſome un- 
known world ! 


How finely wrought is the mind of 
man !—Yet how ſeldom are his har- 
monic powers tuned by a ſkilful hand. 
Vulgar objects draw out vulgar tones; 
but, when touched by refinement, his 
thrillings are exquiſite, and he melts 
the heart of another by that myſteri- 
ous flame in which himfelf i is diſ- 

* N 


| That Drew had caught a portion 
of my fervor, I had realon to hope, 
but 


+ 

5 
Y 

uy 
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but virtue was the maſter-key of her 


feelings. 


We caſt a melancholy look on the 
ſtar that hung on the end of evening; 
it glided over our heads; we were 
ſoon: to ſee it no more. 


« So paſs our joys !—" 


© True; and ſo paſs our ſorrows,” 
replied the-ſelf-colleted maid— 


Are they not wiſe who monopo- 
5 lize the few pleaſures of life, and 
% hoard them in remembrance from 
the thief of nature? — Time, my 
Emily, ſteals the moments of fe- 
licity : whilſt we ſeize his treaſures, 


* 


* 


* 


2 


N 


6 


N 


cc the old traveller ſtands ſtill!“ 


* Time cannot ſteal the pleaſures I 
have 
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CY 


have been taught to prize—lI feel 
them as emanations of ſome great 
© power, to whom time itſelf is a 
© ſlave; of courſe I ſhall never too 
eagerly ſeize felicity, but take my 
little lot and be content.” 


A 


* 


I was now ſenfible that I was out 
in my part, for I really did myſelf 
the credit to think I had aſſumed a 
deſigning character in my laſt ſpeech, 
not at- all natural to me. 


Emily continued—* I had hoped 
you would have remained to com- 
fort my father till the return of my 
brothers. That idea is baniſhed— 
© I am acquainted with your rank; 
© and to prove your ſuperiority am at 
© the ſame moment ſurprized with an 
* ayowal of your love, and of your 
departure. This is the preſump- 
© tion 


* * 


N 


„ 
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© tion of a man whoſ2 affections are 
© ſubſcryient to his ambition.'— 


«© Torture me not! You are above 
e the ſnares employed by the artful 
570 your ſex to humble the ſlaves 
«© who adore them. Too good to 
&« rack my heart, merely becauſe it 
„ is your own, and keep me in the 
© horrors of ſuſpence to feed an ill- 
e timed vanity.— Adieu, Emily !— 
& we may never meet more; but I 
could have wiſhed, that though I 
„ ſhould obey my father, you would 
© not hate me!“ | 


The thoughtful maid ſtood ſilent 

—her eyes were bent to the earth 

| My thoughts were breaking into wild 
diſorder; and the only proſpect which 
gave me temporary eaſe, was that of 
ruſhing into danger, when once I had 

Sa N left 
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left her, that I might ſhorten an 
exiſtence no longer defirable, 


© Cruel and unjuſt are you to your- 
« felf and me! Was it poſſible you 
| © could ſo lately breathe the name 
| ce of Henry! could you fo tenderly 
| *« ſing of love, while your heart was a 
« ſtranger to the ſacred flame ?>—You 
.* accuſe me gt ambition to throw me 
« from you.“ 


* 


\ % 


F 1 from her mi atti- 
tude, ſhe gave me her hand] preſ- 
ſed it to my lips, and ſhe generouſly 

replied, e What, have 1 to do with 
fooliſh reſerve ! I have no guilt to 
.conceal—My heart ſtands confeſt 
to the Father of All ! Yes, exalted 

Henry! I dare to love you while 
you love virtue; and, among your 


many perfections, filial regard is in 
£ mx 


K 


* 5 K 


A. 
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© my eſtimation not the leaſt, —Go ! 
© preſerve your worthy father; yet 
a leave me not cl conjure you till — 


145 / 


6 Tilt when d — ſaid I, haſtily in- 
terrupting ber. 1. cannot marry 
60 you, dear Emily; my fate is un- 
a decided. —1 muſt go !—never !— 
cc perl: aps never to hold you thus; 
c to hear you ſpeak, to liſten to your 
& inftructive converſe : nor may I 
ce take you with me. I have no 
CE home! It is a father leads me on; 
c can you forgive me? It is I that 
© am unjuſt ; 1 have inſtantaneouſly 
ws deceived you. You are wronged 
„by the man who adores you.” 


1 Be more calm” (replied Emily) 
© think me not wedded to your per- 
© ſon: lament not the neceſſity of the 
c moment, but preſerve vour father.” 


cc Do 
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ce 


cc 


cc 


6 


Cc 
i 
66 
cc 
cc 


cc 


6 
£ 
C 


8 


„Do I poſſeſs your foul, as you 
poſſeſs mine? I wiſh you to lan- 
guiſn for me in whatever ſcene 
you may in future be engaged: I 
ſhall in abſence ſigh for you! I will 
adore the ſun that cheers you! I 
will gaze on the moon, and fancy 
my Emily is at that moment whiſe 
pering my name through the mid- 
night breeze—yet I cannot call you 
for ever mine.“ 


© How little do you know me, 
Henry—lIs marriage the only tie 
that can relieve your fears ? Will 
you owe nothing to me? All inſti- 
tutions were invented by man ; that 
in particular is neceſſary to his fee- 
ble judgment. Marriage is the 
only chain for two ſuſpecting fouls, 
mutually in fear of each other; in- 


veſted with prerogative they are 
« watchful 
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© watchful and ſuſpicious ; apparent- 
© ly polite, they are in private cooly 
© envenomed, and hourly becoming 
E praCtiſed in deliberate deceit : Life 
* wears away in unavailing murmurs 
But can Henry know no other 
© ſecurity ls he a ſtranger to that 
£ lambent, that eternal flame which 
© ever encircles kindred minds ? Go 
 —abſence will not make you leſs 
© dear—love me if you can—continue 
© free, and fave a father !' | 


© How can I depart unbleſt ! Ah, 
„ Emily! ſhould no future world 
© exiſt, where is the reward for our 
* ſelf-denying principles?“ 


Preſumptuous Henry! We are 
© not capable but of tranſient happi- 
© neſs ! The indulgence of our wiſhes 
could not render us permanently 

| © bleſt; 


22 


o 


c 


5 


. 


C 
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bleſt; all muſt fade away. Why 
we are uſhered into exiſtence ; or 
why, after waſting life, we die, never 
can be anſwered. But ſhould the 
privation of faculty only precede 
ſome mighty change, it were well 
methinks to riſe with conſcious 
purity from thoſe mortal particles 
of which we were recently com- 
poſed; and granting exiſtence ends 
on the bed of death, ſurely my 
beloved friend will own that the 
remembrance of thoſe pleaſures, 
which paſſion may afford, will not 
at that kour bring conſolation.” 


I was all ſhe chalk to make me: 


paſſively virtuous, and obedient to 
her will; ſhe threw the rein on my 
imagination, and though I felt the 
influence of the ſcene around, my 


ſeeble 
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feeble judgment was the friend of 
"my dear inſtrucreſs. - 


The moon now filvered the foliage 
of the bower ; Emily directed her 
ſteps towards the houſe, and I reluc- 
tantly followed, : 


© Will you ſee me within the walls 
© of my convent?” (ſaid ſhe, as we 
walked ſlowly on) © I ſhall there be 
5 ſafe — perhaps for ever. 


ce. Far ever! Emily am 1 pur- 
ſuing a ſhadow ? Is it poſſible you 
can think of taking the veil ?— 
«© Send me not from you with fo 
6 dreadful an apprehenſion !” 


on 


6 


-C 


a 


La, 


I think not of the veil : I fee no 
Heaven through the. dreary paſſage 
7 of inceſſant mortification; unmean- 


: | | ing 
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* 


ing in itſelf becauſe unworthy the 
Power for whom the fanatic ſup- 


A 


haſtening thither is more intimately 
connected with mortal objects; and, 
for the ſame reaſon, I wiſh you to 
remain with my father till after the 
departure of Roderique,” 


A = 


A N 


A 


My father's converſation in the 


. ſtudy came to my recollection; but as 1 
knew Emily had the choice of ſpeak- 


ing truth, or remaining ſilent, I had 
not much hope of gaining an expla- 
nation of theſe hints concerning Rode- 
rique; nor was I much agitated on 
the account, as our party were ſo 
ſoon to be broken up, and each ſeve- 
rally to take his different path. I, 
however, aſked her if ſhe was in fear 
of Roderique; ſhe told me he only 


met her contempt, and commended 
me 


poſes ſhe ſuffers. My reaſon for. 


\ 
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me to ſilence on ſo jarring a ſubject, 
We reached the houſe, with a tender 
penſiveneſs hanging on us like a hoar 


froſt on the bloſſom ; and found my 


Guardian, my Father, and Roderique 
diſcourſing on the ſports of the field. 
The latter, after we were ſeated, re- 
turned to the converſation, and wiſh- 
ed, as his ſtay was to be ſhort, a 
hunting party could be formed before 
he left Rochelle. My Guardian wil- 
lingly promoted his wiſh; and J 
have ſeen him rejoice at the eſcape of 
the hare, and mourn at her death; 
but as he began to make his little 
arrangement of friends and ſportſinen, 
Emily reſpectfully interrupted him, 
by mentioning her deſire, firſt to 
depart.” 15 


Her Father, attentive to her hap · 
pineſs in every point, believe ſome- 
* Vor. II. C. times 
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times ſacrificed his own; and did not 
hefitate to enquire when ſhe would 
reſolve ; adding, with a parental 
ſmile, © you muſt live individually 


for yourſelf, my dear child; I can 


only be a ſecondary cauſe of plea- 
© ſure to you; your mind is all your 
© own, your conduct your own; and, 
© when I am no more, you muſt con- 
© tinue on the theatre of life till your 
© part is played. When the ſcene 
is cloſing, call not loudly on the 
© world : ſociety ſtands liſtening over 
e dying worth, and voluntarily ſhields 
© it; and Emily will deſerve the plaudits 
of the wiſe, Name the day of 
your departure; your will is 
mine. 


K 


* 


TFo-morrow, my honoured Fa-4 
© ther,” ſaid Emily. 


£ 'To-morrow 
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© To-morrow let it be, ſaid Ro- 
derique haſtily, and immediately rang 
for his ſervant, FM 

Then to-morrow,” (rejoined my 
Father) © we will all conclude to ſe- 
« perate; ſince, if I may ſpeak for 
© myſelf, either will think this noble 
© manſion but a priſon when bereft 
© of thoſe friends whoſe ſentiments en- 
© deared it. My ſon, ſince I have fo 
© happily found him, claims my una- 
-© bating care. To the protection of 
© his uncle, in the Netherlands, I 
* will leave him, and return, France 

yet holds my wife; and my ſearch 
© after her ſhall end but with my 
E exiſtence.” | 


A ſmile, expreſlive I thought of 
triumph, ſhone on the face of Ro- 
derique, and ſank: into a ſettled ſtare 
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at my Father. Imagining bim loſt 
in ſome melancholy reflection, I 
touched his ſhoulder, and aſked 
him, —© if my Father, myſelf, my 
c Guardian, or Emily had moſt the 
& intereſt of his heart at this moment 
© of purpoſed ſeparation ?” 


© Your Father, Sir —(ſaid he with 


an unuſual bluntneſs) and immedi- 


ately roſe from his ſeat. 


The attendant he had rang for en-- 


tering, Roderique ordered him to pre- 
pare for departure immediately, and 
uſhering him to the fartheſt part of 
the room, gave him a letter, whiſ- 
pering ſome inſtructions, and pro- 
nouncing others of little 8 0 
ance ne. 0 3 
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© for your return, my horſes will be 
© got 
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© got ready by your fellow-ſervant ; 
© let nothing retard you.“ 


To my Guardian he returned ae— 
knowledgments in the moſt refined 
language ' politeneſs could ſuggeſt ; 
lamented the neceſſity that forced 
him away that very hour, and took 
leave of us all in a manner that en- 
deared us to him. One look he gave 
to Emily, as he paſſed towards the 
door, that ſufficiently indicated a 
heart torn by various paſſions. 


As his equipage and attendants rat- 
tled through the court-yard, I felt 
a kind of regret, and could not help 
mourning the nature of man. How 
much like ſhadows we are! faid I, 
to-day bleſt in the boſom of friend- 
ſhip, to-morrow gone !—The laſt 
dawn I expected to fee at the Count 
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de Marſans after a fleepleſs night ap- 
peared : The ſun aſcended with ef- 
fulgence, and the raptures of crea- 


tion were heightened—Raiſing my 


eyes to that glorious orb, I breathed 
the ſtrain of heavenly gratitude.— 
Magnificent ſource of. unending com- 
fort! Thou haſt poured thy floods of 
light through ages ! Thou ſhalt con- 
tinue to invite the infant hours from 
the boſom of eternity ! Thou ſhalt 
gild them as they paſs for the felicity 
of Man ! Yet Man! feeble Man! 
muſt mourn! Too rich in imagina- 
tion, and too poor in judgment, his 
Joys are incomplete; and he ſteals 
forrowing through the world a vic- 
tim to idea. Fancy brings her gaudy 
viſions to dance round him in his morn 
of life; The cold hand of diſappoint- 
ment- prepares for him the bed of 
age; but thou ſhalt unwearied roll! 

In 
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In thy viviſying beams ſhall eternally 
ſport the buſy atoms of creative power 
which keep the univerſe for ever 


young. ; 


Exquiſitely bleſt in the confidence 
of her I loved, I knew the dear mo- 
ment of generous truth ſhe had in- 
dulged me would be ever mine. Tolove 
and be beloved gives ſuch hidden 
| ſtrength to the ſoul of man, that he 

becomes dignified by the mutual in— 
fluence, and feels as if invulnerable 
through every other circumſtance, 


An oſticious attention prevailed 
through the houſe; doors were left 
open to ſhew unuſual diſpatch ; and 
ſervants ſtumbled down the ſtairs 
with unneceſſary noife to ſhew how 
highly intereſted they were in the de- 
parture of their young miſtreſs, who 
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ſtood in a refleQive attitude in the 
great parlour. | 

I ſaw her, and made an involun- 
tary pauſe; but not daring to truſt 
myſelf alone with her, at this monrn- 
ful criſis, fighed, and paſſed on to find 
my Father, —He had been writing a 
letter to the faithful Fiſherman who 
had preferved him, and employed a 
ſervant of my Guardian's to ſearch 
out the hut, beneathe the covering 
of the rock, and to direct its honeſt 
maſter to follow us to ## ##*#, with 
Lydia and her little brothers.—Or, 
if the Fiſherman retained a predilec- 
tion to the peaceful lot in which he 
was placed, the domeſtic had orders 
to leave him a ſum of money for the 
purpoſe of buying a veſſel of larger 
ſize than that in which he uſed to 


ſcud through the ocean. 
| The 
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The carriage now waited to con- 
vey the diſturber of my peace to the 
gloomy receſs of ' pious fanaticiſm ; 
while a ſufficient number of attend- 
ants waited to eſcort us on our dif- 
ferent roads. I will not pretend. to 
deſcribe our mutual ſorrow ; or our 
many proteſtations of -never-dying 
friendſhip.; let it here ſuffice (my 
ſympathiſing reader) that, as with a 
burthened heart I led Emily to the 
carriage, ſhe took a valuable ring 
from her finger, and, flipping it on 
mine, emphatically ſaid, While you 
. © love truth, remember Emily.— 
Words were too weak; in filent 
_ ecſtaſy I tore the diamond croſs from 
my boſom, . cloſed her hand upon it, 
and held her in my arms as a treaſure 
never to be reſigned. Ardent as 
this tender embrace was, it was not 


Lis ſo 


34 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


ſo ſignificant as to diſcompoſe my 
innocent girl, or attract the diſcern- 
ment of ſurrounding attendants, Her 


beauty invited me to love; her vir- 
tues commanded me to be refpectful. 


—My Guardian ſtood by—and long 
inured to ſelf-reſtraint, through every 
trial, he checked his feelings. Even 
now he endeayoured to ſmile, but his 
heart forbad his features to play 
falſely... 


© A fhort-time fince, my dear 


Henry, (ſaid the worthy man) you 


© wiſhed to enter into a military life 
© —[| difluaded you from it, I dar- 
© ed not give my conſent even to 
your uncle the Duke of B A*, 
© who was the nobleman that viſited 
me incog, and with whom you 


were ſo much delighted. You are 


now going to him— I have done 
but 
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nh 


but my duty in ſtrictly adhering; te 
the rights of friendſhip; and in 
_ preſerving, inviolable, the ſecret 
of your birth. When I gave the 
picture of your amiable Mother to 
your boſom, I was proof againſt 
your eager enquiries; and you were 
polite enough ever after to de- 
cline them. I now leave you to 
the tender ſolicitude of a Father— 
farewel, deſerving youth! Con- 
tinue to be what you now are, and 
your friends will exult when. Henry 
15 named.” 


D -Q Dm m0 


(a D - BB. © 


N 


* 


% May I in abſence be dear to you, 
& Sir! Preſerve Emily —barter her 
& not for wealth : Suffer her heart 
© alone to direct her to the altar 
© when I return, — But when, when 
5 ſhall I return—No,; I never ſhall 


ſce you more!“ 


=... 


C's My 
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My words died incoherently away; 
my eyes were inſenſibly fixed on the 
earth as I uttered this laſt painful 


ſentence: on myſelf. 'Fhe Father of 


Emily—took advantage of the pauſe, 


handed her haſtily into. the . 


and they drove off. 


« She is gone!“ (ſaid F, to poor 


Mayo, whom Emily had often fed, 


and who had tamely followed us from 
his wooden cabin neglected and un- 
obſerved:) © She is gone !. but whi- 


«© ther canſt thou go? Thou art 


ce old!” (The harmleſs creature look- 
ed up at me, and followed me back 


to the ſpot where our horſes were 
waiting) © May the hand that ſhall 
«© ſtretch out to relieve thee, Mayo, 


= 


a 


never be blaſted by the damps of 
poverty! Merciful muſt it be and 
& amply ſhould it be filled!“ 


— 


Aſter 
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After recommending the dumb 
companion of my infant hours to the 
care of my Guardian's honeſt ſteward, 
accompanied by my Father and at- 
tendants, I left the ſcene where I had 


indulged imagination, and thirſted 


after wiſdom. Many a beautiful 
ſhrub, whoſe firſt bloſſom I had re- 
marked with delight, ſeemed to nod 
mournfully as I paſſed them. With 
me they had grown, with me they 
had reached maturity, I left them 
with reluctance, and beheld them no- 


- more, 


We rode for ſome hours over the 


waſte ; frequent intervals of ſilence, 
heſitations, and broken diſcourſes, 
employed us gradually, while trees 
flocks, vallies, and hills flew behind 


Uke emblems of paſſing life. 


The 


rr 
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The ſoul poſleſſes a gloomy and 
deſpotic power: when her feelings 
may be moderate enough for language, 
language ſhe calls in; but when ſhe 
is labouring after triumph, glory, and 
unmortal Fame, ſhe forbids the 
tongue to move, ſtifles the riſing paſ- 
fions, and looks forward with awful 
majeſty to the event ſhe thinks worthy 
her ſole exertion; then is human 
ſound but as a ſhepherd's bell heard 
from afar and forgot. 


Why did not my Father talk of the 
fcene we had left? and why did I for- 
bear to mention Emily? We admir- 
ed the rivulets, were charmed with. 
the muſic of the groves, converſed. 
ſcientifically on the different ſtrata, of 
different rocks, and admired. earth as: 
the bed of elements; but all this had 
nothing to. do with our real feelings. 

— It 
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It was only our artful manner of con- 


triving to be ſilent on fubjects that 
aſked more than language could afford. 
The evening ſoberly came on, when 


we entered a thick wood, through 


which were many paths in many direc- 
tions. The ſun was gone, the hori- 
zon became black, hollow winds 
blew ſuddenly through the thickets 
and the bleating lambs intimated a 
coming ſtorm. Man cannot be chear- 


ful amidſt diſcouragements ; but he 


does well when he endeavours to ſur- 
mount them—We went on; 


Alberti, (ſaid my Father to one 
of our attendants, who was appointed: 
the guide) © where is your map? 


IIt is in my portmanteau; I will 
© ſhew it your Honour, replied Al- 
| berti. | | 
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, No gi if you are certain 


© Right, My Lord, as. an arrow 
* from the ſtring.” 


© And why not as an arrow to its 


: * mark, Alberti?“ 


© When an arrow ſets. out, pleaſe 

© ye, it always means to be right, 
but a wrong mark may pop in its 
a | 9 


© What was that noiſe ? 


© Thunder, My Lord; but II 
c alight and look at the map.“ 


© You ſhould have kept it in your 


pocket. 1 ſee ſome diſtant ſpires 
| © yonder, 
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© yonder, and we will halt for the 
© night at the firſt village.” 


Lightning, hail, and wind raged 


ſuddenly through the foreſt: earth 


caught a momentary radiance from 
the electric matter that darted athwart 
her boſom, while the unbending oak 
appeared as an emblem of unſhaken 
fortitude. Stubbornly..1t braved the 
ſtorm; yet kindly did it afford ſhelter 
to us lonely travellers. ' What could 
the virtuous man do more? 


In our journey through the foreſt, 
we had diſcerned but one little cabin; 
it was formed of branches of trees, 
which, being hewn into an equal 
thickneſs, were laid on each other, 
and plaiſtered with clay. The roof 
was flat, and of the fame compoſition, 
a hole being left in the middle to 
carry 
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carry, off the ſmoke. Curioſity led us 


to take a peep within, where we ſaw 


only one man, who told us he was a 


miner; that in this.hovel he lived all 
the week, becauſe his mine lay near, 


in the depth of the foreft ; but that on 
Sundays he went eight miles to his 
home, where his wife. and children 


made him happy. How few were the 
hours of comfort allotted this poor 


miner! Here we could not ſhelter ; 
but he informed us that a houſe ſtood, 
within a mile, in the track towards 
the old church. Not knowing that 
track, we requeſted him to be our 
guide. He chearfully complied, 
awakened his dog that lay ſleeping 
with his noſe on his maſter's hat, and 


both accompanied us till we came in 
ſight of the houſe, when we rewarded 
him, and he returned to his lodgings 


or rather to his tomb. The houſe he 
bad. 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES 43 


had directed us to was built of ſlabs 
rough as they were drawn from their 


native quarries, and aquick-ſet hedge 


was planted round the garden. Near 
the wicker gate ſtood three cows feed- 
ing on dry leaves and hay, mixed 
with furze, while eleven ſheep ſtood, 
with thetr lambs, at the door of the 
fold, waiting to be taken in from the 
beating of the pitileſs ſtorm. Senſible 
that the ſoft movements of Nature are 
no where ſo powerful as in ſolitude, 
e, at firſt, heſitated whether we 
move diſturb the inhabitants of this 
dwelling ; but the tempeſt redoubling 
its impetuoſity, it was reſolved the 
embaily ſhould be mine to aſk a pro- 
tection till it was ſpent. I alighted, 
tapped gently at the door, and it was 
immediately opened by a female, 
whoſe advanced age, and cleanlineſs 
of perſon, ſtruck me at once with re- 
i verence 
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verence and delight. I told her my 
errand, and pleaded the inclemency_ 
of the weather. 


Il will come again in a moment» 

l Sir,” ſaid ſhe, throwing a book from 
her hand on a deal drefler, the ſhelves 
of which were laden with wooden 
trenchers, and brigbt pewter plates 
alternately. She haſtened up the 
ſtairs, and left me to take care of the 
lower part of the houſe : no grate was 
to be: ſeen, but a moſt comfortable 
fire blazed on the ſpacious], hearth, 
while a large flitch of bacon bung on 
each ſide. 


Leſſons of cookery, I ſuppoſe, faid 
Tto myſelf, taking the book the good 
woman had left; I, however, was 
miſtaking the ſubject, which was a 
treatiſe on reſignation, 

Reſignation 
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Reſignation is idleneſs ; I will read 
no more]! Give me the noble exer- 
tion of the ſoul that enables us to turn 
ſwiftly from the evil of the hour, and 


renew the chace after diſtant good ! 


Thus I reflected. My Father and 
attendants obſerving I was received 
with civility, ventured to lean over 


the gate; but as I had entered alone, 


and was waiting the ſecond appearance 
of the miſtreſs of the houſe, I gave 


them yet no invitation, and they ob- 


' ſerved a becoming diſtance. Through 
a ſeries of untried incidents we. were 
to paſs; but, in my mighty wildom, 
I could not ſee an inch before me; 
our beſt method, T thought, was, that 
as faſt as we could get rid of one diſ- 


. agreeable circumſtance we ſhould ſtand 


prepared for another. The venerable 
matron at laſt deſcended, leading a 
ne creature by the hand, who ap- 
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peared to be the victim of ſorrow. 
Rich in artleſs ringlets, her hair fell 
heavily on her ſnowy neck, and her 
large blue eyes ſwam in the liquid 
brightneſs of ſenſibility ; ſhe accoſted 
me with an eaſy air, but her voice 
was faint and tremulous. 


© Whoever you are, Sir, ſaid ſhe, 
© WE are in ſome reſpects at your dif- 
s poſal ; yet, as mutual. neceſſity is 
< often the cauſe of reciprocal friend- 
< ſhip, TI offer you my PPAR FIONs and 
4 


aſk yours.' 


& Command me, Madam! From 
<< whom would you wiſh me to pro- 
0 tect you 27? — | 


From yourſelf, ſhould you be the 
< profeſſed votary of licentiouſneſs: 


© I know my requeſt may ſound incon. 
| c fiſtently, 
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< ſiſtently, but are we not ſo myſteri- 
© ouſly wrought, that ſtrong and for- 
'* cible virtues burſt from the mind, 
< and bear down the petty vices of 
© unguarded youth ?? 


The native ſweetneſs of her accents 
tuned my ſoul to ſimple nature; her 
fears were awake, and ſhe was no bor- 
rower of ſentiment. She continued; 
© In a word, Sir, you ſee before fyou 
two helpleſs women, whom you 
may inſult, though you can never 
render vicious. I have a father, 
< but he is gone to * * * *, where, 
© we hear, my brother lies ill. When 
© my father will return I know not; 
© his daughter will never ſhut his 
£ door on the weary traveller.“ 


4 


J bowed, and bleſſed her; for when 
woman is frank without indelicacy, 


and 
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43 
and free without boldneſs, ſhe makes 
a proſelyte to her will. , 


Obſerving this young creature to be 


far advanced in that ſtate which en- 
dears the ſex to the generous mind, I 
entertained fears for her health, diſſi- 


pated her alarming conjectures, and 


informing her, that my friends and 
myſelf would depart when the ftorm 
was ſubſided, requeſted her permiſſion 
for them to enter. She bowed with a 
ſmile of approbation, whiſpered Nan- 


nelle, who inſtantly Jaid freſh fuel on | 


the fire, and placed the frugal viands 
on the brown table. My thoughts 
were pure in the preſence of this 
rural beauty: I fancied there was 
ſomething too ſacred, about her to 


ſtand the gaze of our ſervants, and 


ventured to make one more requeſt, 
which was, that ſhe would return to 
f her 


ANN op ape WE 
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*her chamber. She retired, and my 
friends were invited by the hoſpitable 
Nannellé to recover their vital heat at 
her welcome fire. We gladly ac- 
cepted her invitation, and ſeated our- 
ſelves on ſome long oak benches, 
which appeared to have been made 
ſome fifty years, and ſhone with ſo- 
lemn brilliancy beneath the hard _— 
-of houſewifery. 


Will your Honours taſte ſome of 
© our cyder?” ſaid Nannellé, © ſurely 
© it will do you good, fince you muſt 
ride through the rain again Be not 
© baſhful, good- gentlemen, you are 
© wondrous welcome, I would not 
* aſk you if you were not. 


Reader, hadſt thou been with us 
in this faithful ſcene of nature, thou 
1. II. D wouldſt 


—— —— — * 
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wouldſt have owned with me, that 
the real neceſſities of man are but few. 
Pride has been accumulating ima- 
ginary wants through ages, and hour- 
ly forming deſtructive creations. 


The ſpirit of the ſtorm yet ſhook 
the woods, and paſſed, murmuring, 
over the unaſpiring roof of the gentle 
Anna, (For that was the name Nan- 
nelle gave her miſtreſs) We drank 
cyder out of the beſt cup, taken from 
the high ſhelf ; and, perceiving the 
good woman looked at the cup as if 
ſhe wiſhed me to admire it, I praiſed 
the taſte of the artiſt, 


© It was bought by our ſquire; he 

© pave it to miſtreſs, and ſhe put it 
up; ſaying, ſhe would: never drink 
© out of it till he returned ; but, 1 
« believe, 


? 


A 
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believe, he does not mean to come 
back; fine. folks always have their 
6 figaries——" 


„ : 


- And what figary had your ſquire 


« when he preſented this cup to fo 
« — a woman as your mil- 
* treſs?— 


« I don't Know.“ 


The night grew fine; my Father 
rewarded Nannelle, defired ſhe would 


continue to love her miſtreſs, and 


ſend us away with her prayers. 


© God bleſs ye, Gentlemen, wipe- 


ing her eyes with her blue apron 
© but my dear miſtreſs !—Ah ! there, 


ſee what *tis to ſorrow for one's 
© love I'll. call Luzin, our cow- 
© herd, that ſleeps over the wheat 
D 2 „floor, 
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* Noor, ed he ſhall —_— the lan- 
tern.— 
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© No, no,” ſaid my Father, only 
afford us your candle *till-we have 
* diſtinguiſhed our ſeveral bridles,” 


—— Ps — 


We had now but two miles to ride 
before we were to reach the village of 
* * , that lay on the ſkirt of the 
| foreſt, and we ſet forward with alacri- 
| ty. The winds faintly whiſpered, and 
| the moon looked pale on the bram- 
'bles, which were n with the 
| rain. | | 


| * I * Hark!“ (ſaid our _ < 1 hear 
* a voice to the left. 


[ 


We 3 Werse but could 
hear no human ſound.; My Father 
| e that _— compoſure, ſo fa. 
4 (2 r 
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miliar with the noble mind, and ſo 
little underſtood by the million: he 
liſtened, in conſequence of Alberti's 
exclamation, but hearing no alarm, 
imputed it to his watchful NEV and 
we rode on. 


© The FG Dorovontes, ſaid my 
Father, as I was muſing, was a 
moſt ſingular character. He ob- 
ſerved mankind in ſilence, pro- 
nounced human effort futile; took 
a comprehenſive view of the known 
globe, and fairly confeſſed he Knew 
nothing. 


4 


A 


La) 


1 


Set men in groups, ſaid he, and 
watch them A certain number till 
the earth, others beat the ſea; all 
love gold; a few catch diadems. 
What can all this mean? They 
. they dance, they ſing and 

D 3 love, 
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© love, and towards what great end 
© can thoſe labours, and thoſe gam- 
© bols of mankind advance? Mur- 
©. der Help !—we now heard diſ- 
tinctly through the foreſt, the laſt 
word was ſent forth in a fhriek; we 
all made a full ſtop. Pity and hor- 
ror opened the way to every heart ; 
but not one could conclude which 
path to purſue, In a few minutes 
were ſeen through the trees, at a diſ- 
tance, flaming torches or lights, 
which were accompanied by the noiſe 
of a carriage and of horſes; we now 
could hear many voices, one in a' 
| peremptory tone was raifed above the 
others: Stop the old fellow's 
© mouth; ſuffer him to plead no 
© more; he will make the moſt dar- 
« ing of you cowards ! ſaid this per- 
ſon who ſeemed to be of ehief au- 
thority, keg by this barhafous* 

| = command, 
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command, we inſtantaneouſly ſpurred 


our horſes, without ſpeaking a ſylla- 


ble to each other, ſo unanimous were 


we in avenging the rights of vio- 
lated order. Neither winds nor 


lightnings could impede us, and we 


ſoon gained upon the wandering 
lights, which ſerved to invite us after 
thoſe who fled, 


Spare! ah ſpare my Father l' was 


in a ſupplicating tone breathed from 


the window of the carriage. My Fa- 


ther called to the poſtillion, and or- 
dered him to ſtop ; the latter did 
not obey. I rode round to the heads 
of the horſes, and preſented a piſ- 


tol to the fellow's breaſt, whoſe ready 
ſubmiſſion ſaved his life. We were 


quickly ſurrounded by a troop of 


horſemen, who were wild, auda- 


cious, and only attentive to the 


D 4 orders 
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men I thought only worthy my 
wreſtling with, their inferior crew I 
looked upon as a fry, not an atom 
of which was of conſequence enough 
to be fingled out. I held the bridles 
of the horfes, burning to refign them 
to ſome of our retinue. Alberti at 
length came up ;—* ſtand here,” 
ſaid I, © keep the carriage from 
« moving till you ſee me lie dead 
"” _= the earth.“ 


ſaid one of the ſuperiors. His man- 
ner of articulation, I thought, had 
ſome time been familiar to me. | 


* ” 


Ul! ſiaſid my Father ſternly, as he rode 


I dare ye, baſe aſſaſfins! who may, 
£2510 | © with 


orders of two well made men. Theſe 


| | f e that hardy blockhead,“ 


Which of you dare ſecure him?“ 


wif up behind with our attendants—* who 


* 
* 
* 
* 
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© with impunity, diſgrace manhood, 

6 by cauſing the ſhriek of female 

© woe to ſound through the defart ? 

Monſters muſt you be who can ops 
* preſs unoffending woman !? 


6 Shoot the prieſt? (replied one of 
the two who commanded the group) 
his d—n—d clamours may in fu- 
ture make many a- - in buck un- 
$ happy.” 


| Ci td | 

. Defend! yourſelf, [Sir (aid I 
to him who had given the order) ad- 
vancing, I perceived his face was 
concealed by a black ſcarf. With- 
out honourable ceremony he made a 


paſs at me; fortunately my horfe 


ſtarted as the moon emerged from 
a cloud, and threw her light on the 
ſword, of my antagoniſt; the lounge 
be made at me conſequently was 
9 775 wel 
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void, unleſs he ſtabbed the air. But 
as the force of his thruſt cauſed him 
to bend forward from his ſaddle, his 
horſe took a ſympathetic fright with 
mine, and forcibly threw him to the 
earth. I alighted, full of the ſavage 
purpoſe of taking his life who had, 


unprovoked, ſought mine. Stum- 


bling on the ſword that had fallen 
from his hand, mercy made that 
moment her own. Was he not diſ- 
armed ? was not his paſſive ſituation 
a4 ſhield ?—Yes. He who made ns, 
ſtayed me from piercing his heart! 


„ Riſe,” ſaid I, © and defend the 
& cauſe you have eſpouſed.” —He 
gave me no anſwer; uproar drew my 
eyes and ears towards the fafety of 
my Father. I turned like lightning, 


and ſaw him valiantly fighting againſt 


an odds of three to one; without 
9 * 
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once refleting that to no purpoſe 
was my antagoniſt diſmounted, if I 
neglected to take his life, I threw 
myſelf before my father; for the 
danger to which I faw him expoſed: 
bereaved me of every other reflection 
but that of preſerving him. Our 
opponents doubled us in number; 
the fray became terrible; to the 
claſhing of ſwords ſucceeded diſmal 
groans 3 darkneſs hindered us from 
diſtinguiſhing objects, and. fury for- 
bad us to pity them. Whom we were 
fighting for we knew not, what was 
to be the concluſion we knew not; 
we were only certain that a general 
appeal had been made to humanity, 
and we were the firſt who. heard it. 
| Struggling as we ſtood againſt une- 
qual aſſaſſins, we felt no diſmay :: the 
door of the carriage was at length 
forced open, and a. gentleman burſt 

D 6 forth. 
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forth from its ſeat, His. aſſiſtance 

ſpon gave the turn in our favor; but 
the torches being extinguiſhed, and the 
moon having retired within her thick- 
ened;ſky, I could not diſcern who 
the ſtranger. was that ſo valiantly 
fought by my fide.—Rallying round 
the carriage, we perceived extraor- 
dinary efforts were made to ſeize my 
Father; dearly did they pay for the 
attempt two of them fell. The ſea 
ond commander, who was taller 


than his. aſſociate, and whoſe face 


was alſo concealed by a black veil of 
ſome kind, rode furiouſly within 
reach of my ſword, ſaying, with a 
hoarſe voice, the day of revenge 
© will come: for you, young cham- 
6 pion, here is a pledge of my love 
— The contents of a piſtol was im- 
mediately diſcharged atmy head, which 
carried off part of my hat, and the 
4101 0 Kin 
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ſkin of my right temple: rouzed to 
vengeance, I darted forward like an 
bungry lion, who admits no interval 
till his appetite is ſated by the cauſe 
that excited it, and fired in return. 
The ball miſſed my. antagoniſt, but 
entered his horſe's jaw; the poor 
beaſt, unable to bear the agony, rear- 
ed his head in the air; again came 
down on his fore-feet; and, heed- 
| Jeſs of the rein, bore his maſter in a 
moment from our fight. His party 
haſtily followed, and a dreadful pauſe 
enſued with us who remained on the 
field. The gentleman who had left 
the carriage, and bravely fought to 
defend it, eagerly flew to the door: 
the lady he left in it retained no ſigns 
of life. Uttering the bittereſt la- 
mentations, he ſeemed to be at once 
bereft of fortitude and judgment. 
He put the hilt of his ſword to the 
UA | earth, 
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earth, with the raſh reſolve of falling 
on its point. I prevented his de- 
ſpair by catching him in my arms, 


«& Live, Sir, I charge you live! 
© and remember there are others 
* wretched as yourſelf : to fly afflic- 
cc tion thus is cowardice,” 


Oh my child 


It was my GvARDIAN ! Sorrow 
foftened his voice to its natural key, 
and made him known. My God ! What 
horrors were mine !-— Dead! is ſhe 
& dead! Can it be poſſible ?” ſaid I 
with wild amazement—* You ſhall 
£ not entangle me with heavy exiſ- 
tc tence. Was ſhe not the univerſe 
& to me? Did ſhe not ſooth me with 
ec an angels care? When was I ſad, 
cc that Emily did. not comfort me? 


Leit was but this morning we were 


. highly 
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ec highly prized, dearly loved! 
& Bleſt with proſperity and I 
& but ſhe is gone? E” 


© I am poor, Sir! who will now 


„ value a forlorn old man I- Why 


do you weep?—You have no 
© cauſe !-you have not loſt an 
Emily.“ 


I could not anſwer him — feeling 
myſelf growing ſtupid, his voice, 
and his mourning ceaſed to affect me. 
Father, friend and country were for- 
got: I wiſhed for reſt, and laid myſelf 
filently down, like one oppreſſed by 
ſlumber, without endeavouring to 
comfort him, 


. © Yes,” throwing himſelf down 
near me, © we will ſleep here.—Emily 
© is not at home; we - will never: go 
home — Emily was very good !— 

„ 
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© | loved her but we will wait till 


x 5 the morning. 
8 . 6 
= : I was raiſed from the earth by a 


number of our attendants, who ſup- 
ported me in their arms, and after 
ſome time my ' reſpiration became 
more free. My Father took me by 
the hand. — ine 


Henry! my dear Henry J fear 
is wounded'—(faid he with tender 
folicitude)-/* try to live !—Emily ! 
your beloved Emily needs your aſ- 
© fiſtance and mine; ſhe is fainting: 
© in the carriage; we have all been 
© \trying/to reftore her, but J fear her 
father muſt be ſomewhere loſt in 
3 ine tray eee cataſtrophe — 


* 
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c long, my dreams were horrible! 
Emily is dead !—Did you know 
1 it, Sir?“ 

© J know ſhe breathes; we have 
© been chatting her temples. Where 
© js. your Guardian 2? bY TEA 


© There, Sir, down there! % 
1] ce that ſhrub.” Leaving my Father 
: and ſome of the ſervants to raiſe my 
j Guardian, I flew to the carriage; 
| and, found my Emily recovering 
from her ſwoon by ſwift degrees. 
Oh, how my fond heart ſwelled with 
hope; I trembled with love, and held 
her once more to my boſom : her 
ſenſes were not quite returned, but 
where could ſhe be ſafe if not in the 

arms of her T_—— as 
& Let us not loſe a moment, my 
angel; we have very lately found 
„ welconr” | 
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welcome in- a ſimple dwelling, 
where pity is upon the watch to 
receive the ſtranger; thither will 
we guide you; warmth and com- 
fort will entirely reſtore you; in 
tranquillity the powers of life, 
now fluttering with terror, will 
regain their native energy,” 


© Where ! Oh where is my fa- 
© ther ? ſaid Emily, without appear- 
ing to know me— tell me not of 
© comfort but with him; you, can 
offer no aſylum.” 


« Tam Henry.” 


- 


4 No - you cannot be my Henry. 


There was an awful ſternneſs 
her words; I was a little chagrin- 
but dk Father, who had by his 

earneſt 


in 
ed, 
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earneſt attention recovered | the Fa- 
ther of Emily, and convinced him 
ſhe was living, now joined us, lead- 
ing his worthy friend; tears of joy 
mingled themſelves with congratula- 
tions on every fide. We were once 
more happy, though totally at a loſs 
to account for the cauſe of our fangs 
meeting. 


We ſummoned our attendants by 
name, found none were miſſing, and 
it was reſolved unanimoufly that we 
ſhould return to friendly Nannelléè; 
beneath whoſe roof we ſhould find 
repoſe till morning. Alberti rode 
before the carriage to direct the poſ- 
tillion; my Father by the fide—and 
my Guardian, with his ineſtimable 
. within it. 


I had not . Aang che heat of 
paſſion, 
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paſſion, the leaſt pain or inconvenience. 

from the grazing of the ball on my 

temple ; but, in attempting to mount 

my horſe, I thought the beaſt began 

to ſwim round me, and under that 

idea J ſtood ſtill, that my horſe 

might ſtand : conſequentlythe carriage 

ſet off before; my own three ſervants, 

who were the ſtouteſt fellows in the 

group, however waited ; and, after a 
little heſitation, occaſioned by the 

ſmarting of my head, I was on horſe 

back. Darkneſs had ſo effectually 

thrown itfelf over the moon, that 

we could barely diſtinguiſh objects; 
yet the pathetic nightingale ſang, un- 
ambitious of | applauſe, in the midſt” 
of drouzy ſolitude. 
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meant by heaven to chear the mid- 
night hour, whilſt deſpair and love 
make hard the pillow of man! 
We had only a few minutes left 
the ſcene of action when a deep 
groan was heard. My attention was 
arreſted, I turned my horſe to the 
left, from whence I thought the 
ſound proceeded, and ſoon diſcerned 
a body lying on the turf; it was a 
youth; his face was covered, and 
turned to the earth; but life was 
ſtruggling within him. I alighted, 
ſtooped and uncovered his face, and 
recollected him to be the perſon who 
had, at the commencement of the 
aſſault, ordered my father to be ſhot. 
Mercy forbad me to leave him ex- 
poſed; the agonies of departing 
man, call, nay command the tender 
ſympathy of nature; and we placed 
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the ſtranger bleeding and ſenſeleſs 
acroſs the backs of two horſes, hav- 
ing firſt. faſtened the two ſaddles as 
even as we could, and made a kind 
of bed on them with our great-coats. 
We ſlowly moved on foot, holding 
the bridles, towards the dwelling of 


gentle Anna, where we hoped to find 


our friends. We at length arrived; 
found our horſes littered by Luzin 
the hind, in the out-houſe ; and our 
party comfortably converſing with 
Nannelle in her clean kitchen. This 


good creature, I was pleaſed to hear, 


had prevailed on Emily to repoſe 
herſelf in one of the inner chambers 
till day ſhould break; and Anna had 
followed the well- timed example. 
My Father and Guardian had been 
uneaſy; in few words we explained 
the cauſe of qur: delay, and both 
haſtened to aſſiſt in conveying the 
| wounded 
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wounded ſtranger into the houſe; as 
we bore him- in our arms, his head 
fell heavily on my boſom; I forgot 
his ferocious conduct, and beheld 
him only. as the victim of e me 


h valor. 


Poor nature is frail in her beſt pro- 
ductions; ever ceaſeleſs in her labours, 
and eager in her formations, her moſt 
perfect works are left unfiniſhed. 


Precept may do much, but charity 
will do more in cooling the hotteſt 


revenge.— O charity! when wert thou 
ſportive with the miſeries of man- 
kind ? Thy tongue, fair angel, con- 
tinually proclaims through the uni- 
verſe—waſte not life! extinguiſh not 


exiſtence, leſt thou affront the ma- 
zeſty of God! 


Uncovering 
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"Uncovering the face of the TY 


| for the purpoſe of bathing his tem- 


ples with odoriferous ſpirits, I per- 


"ceived a large and deep contuſion on 
one ſide his head, and concluded. he 
bad fallen on ſome ſharp ſtone in the 
foreſt, when he failed in the lounge 
made precipitately at me. His fea- 


tures were wonderfully fair, his fine 


brows appeared like thrones on which 


reflection and ſcience might fit ſome 
future day unmoleſted | by riotous 


habit. 


Wo laid him on a mattreſs, dried 


' he! bloody ſtream that had mingled 


itſelf with bis long hair, and ' waited 


with the filent- hope of his ſoon be- 


coming reanimated. My dear girl 
had been led to ſome 1 inner apartment 
before we arrived, her Father and 


Nannelle having prevailed on her to 


& > ſeize 
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Give a ſhort repoſe. The charming 


' miſtreſs of this rural aſylum hag not 
been diſturbed; the hind, Luzin, 


had been called up, but he. only offi- 
ciated in taking care of our horſes, 
leading ſome into the out-houſe, and 
leaving others tied to the gate to 
brave the pitileſs elements how they 
could. Nannelle, I perceived, look- 
ed with ſurprize and horror at the 
wounded ſtranger; fighed—caught 
the Treatiſe on Reſignation off the 


dreſſer, opened it, endeavoured to 


read ; but happening to caſt her eyes 
once more on the fainting youth, 
ſtamped with her foot, tore the yel- 
low ribband from her head, and im- 
patiently threw it. with the Treatiſe on 
Refi ignation behind the fire. 


0 What * you ail N Wa ?” ſaid 
I, “ Shall I call your miſtreſs ?” 
YOL- IE E Nay 
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No, no, Sir! my dear miſtreſs 
Y will come too ſoon.” 


The gentleman was now ſo far re- 
vived as to call faintly for water. We 
ran and ſupported him while Nannelle 
held the cup to his lips; he did not 
taſte ; his head drooped, and he 
turned diſtaſtefully away. 


© Lay me down! Make haſte! I 
cannot live! My head my head 
* ſounds horribly !* 


Stooping to lay him eafily on his 
pillow, I heard him whiſper with a 
figh : * Anna l—My dear Anna, you 
© are now avenged ! | 


At that moment, the young rea- 
ture who had welcomed us from the 
ſtorm, and who, I ſuppoſe, had been 

1 | at 


bs 
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at laſt diſturbed by the noiſe we made, 
appeared. Her manner intereſted my 
Father, 'who approached her with re- 
ſpect; but, without heeding the 
company, ſhe. gazed for ſome mo- 
ments wildly on the. ſtranger, and 
throwing r down near him, 
9 (II 


0 as gy. 


© Raiſe me, Nannellé, ſaid the feeble 
ranger; the good woman obeyed. 
He threw his weak arms round her 
miſtreſs, + and proceeded :. Live! 
Oh! live, my deareſt Anna! Do 
© not ſend me to the grave laden with 
additional guilt, When the powers 
of juſtice hold the records of my 


0 


* 


_ © miſpent years, let not thy death be 


* 


found in the nuniber of my crimes. 
have wronged thee my un ſuſpect- | 
E 2 ing 


* 


© ſpet is cloſing. Heaven! who 


deeply, and continued; 
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ing Anna! deeply wronged thee! 
But my career of life is finiſhed, and 
© I have much to do while the pro- 


© wil in a few hours ſtrike me from $4 1 
© .its ample work, can only, at .this 8 
© awful moment, witneſs my remorſe. 1 
6 die, my ineſtimable wife; and 1 | 9 
* die loving you! whom I have made | 
© ever, ever wretched! | 


He pauſed as his. heed lay. on. the 
hm of his Anna, while her tears 
fell on his cheek; we ſtood round 3 
full of pity and attention 5: he ighed 


bt © You are ſo indulgent, ſo alive to 

tender ſentiment, that you will for- | 
get my, faults, while you mourn my , 

6 fate. Beware of that ſweet delu- F 


« tion; let my vilaing Prove an anti- 
« dote 
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« dote to your forrow, and think the 
© tear corrupted that falls for extin- 
« guiſhed vice. For this gentleman, 
(pointing to me there remains 
ſome little reparation. I am the 
ſecond ſon of De Forbes * *. 
What is more infamous, F am 
the brother of him you call Ro- 
derique; he has impofed on you 7 
the tale of his being the ſon of a 
Spaniſh nobleman was feigned. His 
commiſſion came from the King 
himſelf, who gave the order that 
your Father ſhould be ſought 
through the realm until his exiſtence 
or death could be afcertamed. My 
brother ſet forward, eſcorted with 
ſplendor and expence. Two months 
had elapſed ſince his departure from 
court, when my father received a 
letter, dated *** , from the 
— de Marſan's Aue to the 
E 3 effect, 
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< effe@, that chance had brought the 


royal fugitive under the ſame roof 


„with himſelf; that he was endea- 
vouring to gain the confidence of 


© the family with whom it was ſup- 
© pofed the younger Henry had been 


< educated; that he required ſome 
© little time to learn the different 
plans of action which were forming 


< round him; that the younger 
Henry was with his Father, and it 
< would: be eaſy to throw the net over 


' 

This, I remember, was the pur- 
port. of his letter; but he mentioned 
gnothing of Emily, or his paſſion 
„for her, which was never meant to 


prove honcurable. Though it has 
© been the means of preſerving thus 


far the lives of you, Sir, and your 
87 Abbe "Re for the ſake of Emily 


„he 


* 
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he required delay, and waited for 


the criſis of her return to the con- 


vent, to ſtrike his operations forci- 
bly. In this part of the work, ſa 
far as related to his love, I raſhly 
became his confident: he had per- 
verted my principles reſpecting wo- 
man, and, being the elder, always 
kept before me in the path of licen- 


tiouſneſs. It is too late to make re- 


flections, you ſee the end of my 
profligacy, but more danger re- 
mains, nor dare I ſuppoſe you can 
eſcape, Good God! muſt I lie 
here incapable of remedying the 
evils I have conſented to bring on 


you! Raiſe me! I ſhall be well if 
I can fave you—ln vain—My head 


is heavy, I feel it fwelling to a ſize 
that will make me horrid.” 


E 4 After 
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After a ſhort delirium, he became 
more compoſed and rapidly weak; 
his voice ſhook frequently, but be 
continued 220 
© Purſne not your rout—Halt at 
8. no village—The ſcirts of this foreſt 
are ſurrounded by armed troops — 
No opening is left, except that 
© which leads to a convent. My 
© brother, for ſelfiſh reaſons, ordered 
© the ſoldiers (except thoſe who ac- 
1 companied him and me in our pur- 

poſed villainy) to keep clear of that 

© paſs to avoid a diſcovery which 
© might do him no credit. From the 
moment my brother ſaw Emily, he 
formed the defi ign of carry ing her 
6 off Vou may remember his abrupt 
1 departure from your Guardian, his 
6 ſending the ſervant away firſt to me. 
© That ſervant, whoſe name is Creg- 
* ney 
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* ney, is full of guile, the tool of my 


F. 


VB 


brother, but an arrant coward. We 
had, in conſequence of former di- 
patches, arrived at the Elephant 
hotel, near the White Horſe, be- 


hind the hill; there a ſelect party 


waited: , the larger body were 


ſtationed among the woods, but 
(through miſtake, 1 ſuppoſe) came 
not to our aſſiſtance. Let me in- 
treat you, on the faith of a dying: 


map, not to go forward. The: 
© dreadful ſcheme, of my brother is, 
at preſent, broken. I know not where 
he is. Emily, and her Father he. will 
conclude to be flying towards their 


home. it living, he will-not give: 
her up.; but the diſgrace awaiting 
him, on account of his ſuffering 
the royal fugitive to eſcape, wilt 
drive him on to acts of def Pen 


*T43 7 
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Elude him, if you can, the chance 
js not in your favour. e 


c What erime,” ſaid I, * has my 
40 Father been guilty of, that he is 
ce thus purfued through the world?“ 


Accident, not guilt, is the cauſe 
© of your Father's misfortunes : he is 
© eldeſt twin · brother of Louis, and 
c heir to the crown. Being born 
© blind, his elderſhip was ſet aſide, 
and his younger brother proclaimed 
8 Dauphin of France. Time gave 
© him fight ; the film, that had long 
© ſhut out the rays of reflection, gra- 
„ dually broke away, and his eyes 
© ſhone with uncommon luſtre.” | 


Lk . A 
DIS 717 3246 ha-38' af 


Here Antonio pa — * 
. 0700 16:4 n 


1 


33 „I would 


TRE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 83 


„ 


0.2 wogld. ſtruggle with death a lit- 
© tle longer! A few. only. a few 
8 minutes more! 


Wer were. ee e obſerved it, 
and, with difficulty, proceeded, 5 2 


State policy could not alter the 
C regiſter ; and it was, after much 
anxious .deliberation, concluded by 
* 


2 the King his father, the Queen, and 


«© ſome of the Privy Council, with 
- £ whom my father was, at that time, 
thought a Neſtor, to educate the 


© Prince liberally, but privately ; 
© never to make him acyuainted with 
© his birth, but to take every care of 
© his health and- underſtanding, . fo 
© that he might be capable of reign- 
t ing, ſhould his brother die childleſs. 


E 6 « My 


* 
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My father is now very old, but 
being in the ſecret, my 8 was 


commiſſioned, and there was a ne- 
ceſſity for my being entruſted with 
a ſhare of this buſineſs, which, hav- 


ing not juſtice for its principle, can 
throw no obligation of ſecreſy on 
my departing ſpirit. Truth is for 
ever flying through the univerſe, 
many ſhut their eyes on her blaze of 
light, none can arreſt her progreſs! 


once adored that divinity of ſoul— 


Why did I forſake virtue! What 
a xetroſpect !—Give me my yeſter- 
days!—No Al! is fixed for men 


A dreadful filence is within; my 


lawleſs paſſions. have deſtroyed ape 


| "I, am n abandoned! — 


Breathleſs, and overpowered by his 


agitation, ' he cloſed his eyes; his 


pulſe grew irregular ; ; he made ſtrong 


effo:t3, 
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efforts, and ſeemed in a hurry, like. 
one who is ſetting out on a Journey of 
vaſt eee ak 


BY” TELE 
/ 


Good God, "faid I to myſelf, are | 
theſe the pangs of repenting vice 3, 
how much ſtronger are they. than 
thoſe conflicts we feel between virtue 
and defire during our paſſage through % 
the world: I find it difficult to love 
with Purity; dut experience, like 
thing is s horrible. ; 


© For my Anna,“ ed Anto- 
nio, I have a dreadful explanation; IF 
©" will make her (till more wretched; 
yet, as it may ſerve t to weaken the 


pangs ſhe would otherwiſe feel for 


* my loſs, I will try to proceed 
Had I been chat perfect being this 
„ lovel creature once thought me, 1 7 
c ſhould have deſerved her laſting la- | 


6 mentations 
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© mentations — As I am depraved, I 
© would willingly check her anguiſh, 
c and point her to the future, when, 
© forgetting Antonio, ſhe may be 
© happy in the arms of ſome worthy 
© man, who will juſtly value her 
c ſpotleſs mind. Oh, my Anna! 
(raifing his eyes towards her) © while 
. penitence and deſpair darkened 
6. their beams, I go!—TI go out of 
© life in expreſsleſs woe! The dear, 
© the unborn pledge of your innocent 
love (I dare not mention mine) can- 
not be the heir of your perfidious. 
Antonio ; 3 yet, what I Can, I will. 


b he o 


© The caſtle of * 4 4 *, and its 
ſurrounding domains, are at my 
diſpoſal.. Three years ſince it was: 
bequeathed me by an aunt, and my 
child, when born, ſhall, wich its 
eee mother, ſolely poſſeſs i it 
© Give 


IR R „ R 


1 
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e Give me a pen—T muſt be brief— 
* Theſe gentlemen will witnefs how 


« willingly [ offer you fo inadequate a 
$ recompence.' 


Nannellé brought pen, ink, and 
paper, for Anna til} fat with Anto- 
nio's head on her boſom, loſt in a 
kind of ſtupefaction. He wrote a few 
lines expreſſive of his final reſolution ; 
he figned it with a trembling hand. 


in Yet, my unfortunate dear girl! 

© let me conjure you not to teach my 
© innocent offspring to hate the me- 
© mory of its Father !—A Father !— 
© Gracious Heaven ! ſuffer me to re- 
6 main a little longer ; let me try to 
« diſcharge the duties ſacred to fo 
c dear a name No; it will not be, 
this is the hour of vengeance FT» 
c * brother do I owe theſe pangs of 

| 3 Fremorſe. 


1 
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remorſe, I informed him of my 
love, when, two years. ago, we 
were hunting in this foreſt, and I 


c 


had the happineſs of converſing 
with you, my Anna, on the ſide of 
the hill. My brother laughed at 


the purity of my paſſion, ridiculed 
my conſtancy, repreſented the diſ- 
parity of our fortunes, your unequal 


education, the laſting diſpleaſure of 
my father, and the ſhame which 


would, in his idea, (enſue, if 1 


married ſo imprudently. But my 
ſoul was devoted to your attractions; A 


I could not live without you, every. 


ſplendid ſcene palled on my imagi- 
nation, and l reſolved to return and 


call you for ever mine. 


| He a hefitared | 15 28 if . doubtful 
whether he ſhould ſay more, or ob- 


ſerve an everlaſting ſilence; bis eyes. 
ſeemed 
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ſeemed to gather a wild animation, 
We flattered ourſelves that life was 
rekindling, and the gentle Anna gave 
a faint ſmile, like that of hope thrown 
on the features of deſpair ; or, per- 
haps, memory drew her back to their 
dawn of happineſs when Antonio met 
her on the ſide of the hill. He look- 
ed round him with impatience, and, 
raiſing his voice, ſaid, © Yes—Hea- 


c 


6 


A 


ven itſelf ſhall never recall the paſt ! 
You are undone! - My Brother, 
whom ſocial duties never bind, diſ- 
guiſed as a prieſt, performed our 
marriage- ceremony, and deceived 
you, whilſt J endeavoured to deceive 
myſelf. With what inward horror 


did I behold you an inoffenſive vic- 
tim to artifice! and indulged the 
mental reſervation of loving you too 


well to continue unjuſt, and hoped 


in ſome: future moment, when diſ- 
N 5 tant 


Fn 
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«© tant from the violent paſſions of 
© my Brother, and the power of my 


Father, to make you lawfully my 


wife: — That hour is gone by! on 
© this bed of death, I feel that he 
4 who liſtens not to the voice of vir- 
i when ſhe invites him, may 
© wander negleCted till he hears her 
no more. 


a My "Roy Antonio, ee! 
the agitated Anna) I cannot be 
deceived whilſt you love me! Try 
© to. live! Heed not the contempt 
© your infant, or your Anna may un- 
dergo, by being deprived of the 
ſanction of the church. You are 
all to me! True, I inſiſted on mar- 
riage as a duty due to the world; 
but my dearer claims in you are 
thoſe of diſintereſted love, too ſub- 
lime o be enlarged, or leſſened by 

© human 
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human ties; conſequently ſuperior 


to the clamours of ſlander live my 


deareſt Antonio! we may yet be 
E 0177 15 


I will not die - (ſtarting), I 


muſt not die now! till this mo- 


ment never was life ſo valuable! 
Hold me Anna! hold me cloſer to 
your heart See how I am fink- 
ing down! can you ſtay without 
me ?—Surely I would fave you from 


every danger; but you are feeble 


and I am heavy, very heavily la- 
den! Oh, what agonies are theſe ! 
I want air, look down !—look 


down She loves me till,” tear me 


not from her! 1 How cold.— Fn 


fo { 


Preſſing his 1 to hers in the 
agony of ſeparation he taſted this laſt 


proof of tenderneſs—and expired. 
Anna 


ths, 
—_— 
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Anna did not weep—She continued 
to hold the lifeteſs Antonio to ber 
boſom, inſenſible he had breathed his 
laſt, inſenſible that his lips would re- 
turn her ſalutations no more! For 
fome moments ſhe appeared to liſten ; ; 
we could, not diſtuxb her ſilence nor 
did ſhe notice; but pereeiving bis 
converſation was at a full period, 
ſhe laid him gently down; gazed on 
his face and played 1 with his har, 10 


Dain the effect of 109 | be PEE 
imagination when left to its woes, I 
approached” her with difidence and 
reſpect, conjured ber to leave the 
room, and attempted to raiſe ber. 
She ſubmiſſively offered me her hand 
without ſpeaking a word, but her 
looks were wild. I led her to the 


door of her chamber, deſired Nan- 


nellé to follow, and left her in all 
that 


— 
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that ſolemn majeſty of wounded 
ſpirit, which is, at its firſt ſeizure of 
the human powers, ſo deaf to the 
condolance of an unintereſting world, 


But Anna's ſorrows were ſoon to 
ceaſe !—Diſtraftionſwiftly ſucceeded : 
her frame became convulſed. To the 
pangs occafioned by the death of her 
huſband were added thoſe of a mo- 
ther, and the moment ſhe gave her 
infant to the world, her ſpi pirit flew af- 
ter that of Antonio. 

Let no man n ſay he could have 
met the tragic incidents of this, night 
with firmneſs : horror and diſmay 
took from us the power of expreſ- 
fion. My Father, after poor, Nannelle- 
ſpent the firſt tumult of her ſoul in 
tears, enquired whether ſhe had any 
friend near, whom we might ſum- 

Kt Ae Thus "Dis eee, 
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mon on this mournful occaſion? She 
told him, Naurette, and her daughters 
lived only a ſtone's-throw in the Dell, 
beyond the tuft of Firfis; and ſhe 
would go call them. We would not 
ſuffer her to leave the houſe,” but by 
her direction ſent two of our ſervants 
who ſoon returned with the good 
woman bathed in tears. Her daugh- 
ters followed; their ſorrowful deport- 
ment convinced us that the depart- 
ed Anna was leſs envied than be- 
loved. To their tendereſt care we 
commended her orphan daughter, 
who was welcomed to the light with 
tears, and now, heedleſs of ſurround- 
ing calamity flumbered unconſcious 
in her nurſe's arms, To the humanity 
of thoſe ſympathiſing friends we alſo 
left the ſacred remains of the unfor- 
tunate Antonio, and his injured Anna, 
requeſting they might be depoſited 

pam in 
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in one grave, and a monument erected 
to their memory in the church whoſe 
venerable ſpires we had diſcerned in 
coming through the foreſt. To diſ- 
charge theſe pious duties my Father 
left bills (into which he had converted 
a part of his jewels) and promifing 
to ſend Nannelle future remittances 
for the ſupport of Anna's helpleſs 
babe, expreſſed a wiſh of departing 
before . day-break, from this melan- 
choly dwelling, where miſery in one 
night had poiſoned every budding 
joy. | 


Innocent Anna! may thy | calm 
ſpirit watch over thy child, and in- 
viſibly turn aſide the arrow of afflic- 
tion! 5 | 


J had not beheld Emily fince my 
ſecond arrival at this houſe ; ſhe had 
been 
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been prevailed on to retire before we 


could poſſibly reach it with the faint- 


ing Antonio. He had reſigned exiſ- 
tence in the lower room, and Emily 
had flown to the ſuffering Anna. When 
the latter was no more, the affright- 
ed maid ran wildly from the cham- 
ber; I niet her as ſhe deſcended the 
ſtairs, and received her breathleſs in 
my arms. Let me, O let me once 
% more hold you to my heart!“ ſaid 


T precipitately, preſſing my lips to 


hers, my ſoul was in uniſon, and 
mingled tumultuouſly with the touch; 
but Emily felt cold to my endearments. 
Suzely ſhe could not at that moment 
have been ſo ſelf-reſtrained had ſhe 

felt like me. 
I now almoſt think her heart was 
never mine! if it had, could ſhe have 
forgot 
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forgot me? Could ſhe have made an 
aſſignation with this Cordelier ? 


My Guardian, who had flood near 
the door totally loſt in reverie, turned 
round, and ſaw me ſupporting his be- 
loved daughter.— Ah, my dear 
« Henry,” ſaid the afflicted parent, 
© how do we meet !' Covering his 
eyes with his handkerchief, he was 
filent ; and Emily's frequent ſighs in- 
dicated returning life. For me, I 
{ſolemnly proteſt, no ſelfiſh wiſh. hung 
on my mind, I did not even feel 
the defire of poſſeſſing this incompara- 
ble maid,' ſo ſublime and pure . was 
the-tranſport, ſo highly did her dan- 
ger exalt my wiſhes. Command her 
not to diſſolve, thou Father of eter- 
nal change Can ſpirit center in a 
lovlier form? Suffer that particle 

Vor. II. JJ a9 
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of intellectual fire which hath fallen 
from thee ſtill to animate my Emily! 


I prayed, and viewleſs forms, who 


catch the breathings of the heart, bore 


my ſupplication to Heaven. 


As ſhe ſat trembling in the chair, 
her eyes wandered from me to her 
father. Full of aſtoniſhment, ſhe 
gave nothing to love; ſhe could not 
reconcile herſelf to this ſcene of af- 
fliction, nor did the pale Antonio 
contribute to leſſen her amazement. 


Speak to me, Henry 1—or has 


© ovilt made you ſilent? Is it you 
© who have attempted to tear me 
from my Father? — why am J here? 


© why are you here? What could 
© make you in one "= ſo finiſhed 


© in vice ?? 4 
Indignant 


1 
„ 
. Fob 
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4 


Indignant in her manner, ſhe looked 
with eager curioſity in my face, as if 
challenging my reply—I had none to 
make ! TRY 


Oh ! how painful is the firſt jar of 
ſuſpicion, when it ſtrikes that heavenly 
confidence which binds two mutual 
hearts !/——Mine ſent its thrillings 


through every vein: I ſhook with 
the force of Emily's injurious 1ma- 


gination, and I believe ſhould have 
fallen had I not ſuddenly reclined 


on the low railing of the ſtaircaſe : 


there I, in my turn, gazed ſilently at 
my dear tormentor ; I know not 
what my eyes expreſſed. Perhaps 
they were bent a little accuſingly, 
but hers ſoon loſt their angry beams, 
and ſtole gently from me towards 


the earth; while the fine bluſh, that 


ſuffuſed her features, proclaimed my 
8 on LP ſecret 
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ſecret triumph. She certainly look- 
ed conſcious of having wronged me. 
What would 1 have given only to 
breathe this truth upon her lips! 


Baſeneſs cannot dwell with love. 


I dared not: the ſentiments of de- 
licate defire are never to be breathed 
but to the midnight wind, and the 
object that inſpires them. Here 1 
was ſurrounded by my friends and 


officious attendants.—Emily grew 


comforted by her Father, who ex- 
plained to her all he knew of the 
night's adventure, and I felt delici- 
ouſly avenged in her faſcinating con- 
fuſion, when ſhe thanked me for 
her deliverance, How many refine- 


ments the heart of a lover forms for 
itſelf, 


The 
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The intelligence given by the la- 
mented Antonio, inſtead of pointing 
us to ſafety, ſerved to convince us 
that ſafety was not to be eaſily found. 
We formed plans and departed from 
them ; not one of us could give a 
final determination. My Guardian 
propoſed our returning to his eſtate, 
for the preſent, and citing the ſon 
of De Forbes to the tribunal of civil 
law; but the proceſs would have 
been tedious, and at laſt the judg- 
ment corrupt, Added to this con- 
fideration, my ſelfiſh heart oppoſed 
him from an impulſe, that though 
years might fade away, the ſoul of 
Emily, in a convent, would be ſacred 
to me. I know we deceive ourſelves 
when we ſuffer imagination to paint 
a beloved object as we would wiſh 
it to be, but what conſolation could 
I in abſence hope for, except the ima» 


N ginary 
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ginary one of believing Emily 
mine ? 


After much deliberation, it was 
reſolved, at Emily's requeſt, ſhe ſhould 
return to her convent : my Father 
and myſelf, in ſpite of every remon- 
ſtrance, determined to ſee her ſafe with- 
in the ſacred walls, and to turn acroſs 
the country by a different track 
from that we had at firſt choſen. 
To me the world could wear but 
one appearance, I had poured out my 
ſoul to Emily in the garden, our ſe- 
paration had there been concluded 
on, and my mind prepared to meet 
folly, mirth, and miſery, with a 
ſtubborn tone of thought. We at 
laſt bad poor Nannelle farewell; we 
had brought ſorrow to her humble 
dwelling, but could not take it away: 


deploring our want of power to re- 
5 pair 
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pair her ills, we departed and left her 
to weep. 


Oppreſſion hangs on woman. Cuſ- 
tom and law reſpecting her, are 
through the world unjuſt: Man 
forms a ſuperiority on the groſſneſs 
of vice; the laws he makes ſupport 
him ; and he inſults, with impunity, 
the more delicate ſex. Where can 
woman find a friend? Endued with 
tenderneſs, ſhe often needs ſupport, 
but ſhould her afflicted ſpirit turn to 
man, ſhe is undone; he 1s by nature 
falſe, and cuſtom makes him cruel ; 
there is but one avenging effect in 
thus enflaving the female mind, 
which is, that along the path of time 
we ſhall not meet one ſuitable com- 
panion. We are ſhort-ſighted, ſullen 
and reſtleſs; woman, helpleſs and 
tender, 


FL Re- 
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Reflections of this kind naturally 
prevailed in my mind, till we had 
loſt ſight of that late peaceful habi- 
tation, where almighty Love might 


now mourn his victims. As I rode 


behind. the carriage, which held the 
treaſure of my ſoul, I endeavoured 
to calm my buſy memory, and to 
forget the irretrievable miſeries of 
the night, in the more pleaſing 
images of my youthful progreſs, and 
the delicate gradations of my infant 
paſſion. 


The firſt fight of Emily, her atten- 
tion to my aged Mayo, the bouquette, 
her well- adapted ſong, every little 
incident came back to form a picture : 
and at this moment, it inſtantly oc- 
curred that the Huſbandman I had 
met in my Guardian's park was the 
Father of Anna,—Hapleſs Father 
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Thou ſhalt no more behold the bleſ- 
fing of thy age! but—thou ſhall 
follow her. 


Not caring to indulge this ſeeming 
coincidence of circumſtance, I tried 
to whiſtle a lively air, as we rode on 
through the foreſt—It would not do; 


1 became inſenſibly mute, for my 


very ſoul was unſtrung. We at 
length arrived at the gates of the 
convent ; it was morning—Nature was 
awake, The pure had thanked their 
Creator; the children of guilt had 
bluſhingly ſtole from her ſnares, when 
one of our attendants alighted, rang 
the great bell of the convent, and 
Emily was announced. The ſelf- 
denying Abbeſs appeared, and with her 
many of the lay-fiſters who were 
the friends of Emily, and whoſe 


eyes, I obſerved, ſpite of my unal- 


3 terable 


Henry is—this fly Cordelier—ſo bleſt 


* 
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terable love, ſhone with ſurpriſe and. 


pleaſure on our goodly company. Why 
ſhould they not? my Father was a 
handſome man, little more than 
forty, his form modelled by the 
modelled line of beauty ; his com- 
plexion glowing with her full tints ; 
his large eyes were of melting 
blue, their fringed curtains a dark- 
brown, and the animation himſelf 
poſſeſſed, imperceptibly and ſudden- 
ly ſtruck thoſe who beheld him. My 
Guardian was full of manly grace, 
a little older than my Father ; his 
countenance ſhining with the ſmile 
of philanthropy, his whole manner 
expreſſive of the mildneſs of virtue. 


Our attendants were gay, men of 


vivacity and unmeaning as vivacity 


generally is; for your humble ſer- 


vant Henry—but I care not what 


— ſo 
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—ſo beloved ſo appointed—Whi- 
ther am I going, theſe ravings ſerve 
me not-!—On a group ſo inviting 
could an harmleſs maid gaze with 
avght but delight ?==No—Cynics 
may rail, corrupted prudes condemn, 
and the old murmuring vifionary lay 
down his icy rule. Their labours 
amount to nothing. Generous Na- 
ture dips the ſpunge, and Sympathy 
wipes out the preceprs of cowardly 
Reſerve, True, the blaze of ſoul 
was on thoſe innocent girls unuſually 
momentary, for here was Nature ex- 
piring in the graſp of Superſtition, 


The Abbeſs, "TOR whoſe cheek 
inſulted Nature had long withdrawn 
her roſy hue, deigned, unſmilingly, 
to direct us to a houſe on the ſouth 
fide of the convent, 'and detached 
from it, I ſuppoſed, for the charita- 

| F6 dle 
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ble purpoſe of receiving the worldly 
viſitor (but as my gueſſing never was 
of the frigid kind, my reader muſt 
not always truſt it) Around the 
 window-caſements, wandered the ſo- 
litary jaſmine, hiding as much lead 
as glaſs ; up the dark coloured wall 
crept the ivy, and over the arched 
door ſtood the ſtone figure of a ſaint ; 
* not cut with awe-inſpiring workman- 
ſhip to deceive us into veneration, 
like that in which our cold and an- 
cient patriarchs are immortalized ; 
but in health, ſtrength, beauty and 
comelineſs ; like the young friar, who 
left the houſe on our entering it, 
and who, I was told by the porter, 
often confeſſed the good Lady Ab- 
beſs. Reſolving not to gueſs at any 
- thing, but to take things as they 
came, I ſat down. My Father and 
my Guardian walked round the apart- 
ment, 
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ment, which was ſpacious, admired 
the paintings of the canonized, and 
read the inſcriptions of the Popes 
and the Nuns. I could have ſworn 
the Popes and the Nuns had never 
been fellow creatures ; 


Pope Urban, born * * &, died 
1644. 

Pope Innocent, born * * ®, died 
1655. 

Pope Alexander, born ** *#, died 
1 

Many Popes in ſucceſſion were born, 
and died. 


The blue - eyed Nun of St. Catha- 
rines, born #*#**, and died * ## *, 
St. Anne, born 1642, died * * &. 
St. Lucillia, born 1653, died #**#*, 
St. Civillia, born *, died . 


C What 
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© What did theſe births and deaths 
© amount to ?' ſaid my Guardian, 


© Nothing,” ſaid my Father, turn- 
ing to a Venus de Medicis. 


The painted ceiling attracted my 
attention ; it was meant to be decorat- 
ed by a winter, ſcene, in which no 
beauteous bud was ſeen to blow. 
From the eaſt, the effulgent god, 
peeping above the horizon, ſtrove 
to throw a ray of genial warmth on 
the ſnow-drop that early gilded the 
vale, and ſeemed to await his com- 
ing; while Winter, from the north, 
ſent forth a torpid breathing; and 
the ſnow- drop, at his blaſt, ſhut up 
her beauteous boſom. From thoſe 
devices, ſo natural to the latitude 
into which we had entered, my at- 
tention was arreſted by the ſlow- 


paced 
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paced Lady Abbeſs, who came ac- 
companied by a lady. to whom Emily 
ran, and expreſſed her ſincere ſatis- 
faction at their meeting. My Father 
too, without the leaſt apology, or 
even a love-ſick exclamation, ſtarted 
from his place, over turned the little 
carved table that ſtood before him, 
ran againſt me, threw me upon the 
floor; and there I quietly ſat gazing, 
and endeavouring to account for 
my Father's vigorous exertion, 


If he ſhould ſalute the immaculate 
Lady Abbeſs, ſaid I to myſelf, we 
are all undone! But my fear was 
changed into aſtoniſhment, when I 
ſaw him claſp the Lady in his arms, 
who had entered with her, and im- 
print on her lips the ſalutation of 
love, My eyes, inſtinctively I be- 
lieve, raiſed themſelves .towards 

Emily, 
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Emily, who was that moment gazing 
on me. It was too much !—the heart 
cannot long bear the forcible beam of 
an enraptured eye; and Emily in- 
ſtantly affected to admire the antique 
roof, where Winter was repreſented 
as blaſting the opening year, 


% May thy youth know a happier 
& ſpring! dear maid!” ſaid J, riſing 
from the floor with apparent compo- 
ſure. By this time I fancied my Fa- 
ther might have whiſpered his buſi- 
neſs in the Lady's ear, who, without 
waiting my advances, threw her arms 
round me, and ſunk on my boſom — 


© My Sox ''—was all ſhe could 
articulate, in a voice that made me 
ſhiver. Rapture, ſuch as angels 
might feel, abſorbed my whole ſoul. 
No language could embody my ideas. 
1 ſup- 
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] ſupported my Mother, looked at 
my Father—He was filent, but the 
big tear of affection rolled down his 
face. 5 


* My Huſband! my Son! my 
Henry! Oh ! what an age is gone, 
what hours have I known—but I 
have found you !—found you both! 
we will never more be ſeparated.” 


K a : @ 7 


Ln 


© Take me with you,” ſaid my Mo- 
ther, with all the incoherence of full 
delight ; while the good 0 Abbeſs 


ſtocd frowning. 


6 I will! I will, my love!' ex- 
claimed my Father, one deſtiny 
ſurely awaits us, or indulgent hea- 
ven would not have given you ſo 
© unexpectedly to me. 


I thought 
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* I thought you had formed re- 
* ſolves, madam, of a more pious 
nature, ſaid the Abbeſs. 


What reſolves?” replied my Mo- 
ther, caſting her eyes penſively on 
the earth. 


N Have we not laboured to extin- 
tinguiſh your ſenſe of worldly en- 


* 


* 


joyments?— 


* And what good did you promiſe 
yourſelf, had your labour ſucceed- 
ed ?” replied my Father laconically. 


A 


=_ 


aa greateſt good, Sir; that of 
teaching her ſoul to win its way to 


n 


A 


ing all ſocial ties?“ 


© Yes 


heaven. In ſhort, that of break- 
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vp 
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© Yes—and of miſtaking the 
* grand beauties of order for the 
* burning phantoms of imagination. 


The pious old lady, I ſuppoſed, 
made a ſtop only to ſummon her rea- 
ſoning powers, which, every one 
knows, lie ſo deep in the mind's in- 
exhauſtible abyſs, that we often can- 
not find them till the end of the ar- 
gument; and my Mother reſumed ; 


N 


N 


ſpirit was made obedient to your 
wiſhes by deſpair. But I have 
found a Huſband; I have found 
my beloved, my handſome Henry ! 
and may not theſe obliterate my ſo- 
litary reſolve 2? 


A A A 


K 


© Aſk your conſcience!' 


When I formed thoſe reſolves my 


4 
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The tone with which this ſentence 
was pronounced, proved that the Ab- 
beſs fancied ſhe had gained a point» 
© Yes, Madam, ſhe repeated with a 
triumphant ſmile, © aſk your con- 
«© ſcience !'— 


© Which is unſullied, if I know 

© my Eleanora, nor ſhall your ſuper- 
© ſtitious rites rob me of my claim, 
« unleſs ſhe willingly flies the huſband 
© who adores her,—Miſtake me not, 
good Lady; ſo confuſed, ſo very 
£ inadequate is the code of all religious 
© ceremonies, that, like Aaron's rod, 
© one ſwallows the other, and the laſt 
© lies without efficacy. You prac- 
© tiſe wars with the feelings of Na- 
© ture; you loſe your tenderneſs ; 
© you are leſs than woman, becauſe 
religious pride would whiſper you 
are more, You can be of no ſer- 
| vice 
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vice to God, you will not bleſs 
mankind; victims drop between 
your walls; ſociety hears not their 
hopeleſs ſighs, nor do you pity ex- 
piring beauty. Your ſouls are ren- 
dered obdurate by the working of 
that miſguided frenzy, which your 
Prieſts awaken in your ductile minds 
If you will teach woman, I pray 
you encourage her to dare beyond 
the invention of man: bid her not 
truſt his opinions further than the 
verge of the grave. He cannot 
even paint to you a Deity. Why 
then immure yourſelf here? Why 
bourly die for the poor ſatisfaction 
of being deemed unuſefully virtu- 
ous? 'Tis a ſtate, Lady Abbeſs, 
like that in which the moth ſpends 
her laſt moment. 


My 
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My mother waited the reſult of this 
harangue, made by my Father in a 
peremptory manner. The Abbeſs 
was offended—he perceived it, and 
- led her into an adjoining apartment. 
None of us, I believe, were quite 
eaſy under this ſhort ſuſpenſe. We 
knew ſuperſtition here wore every 
pontifical terror, and that we had 
nothing in the world about. us but 
poor reaſon. - After ſome dehy, we 
were, however, releaſed. For the 
lately-jarring couple returned to us 
much better pleaſed with each other. 
I tried to gueſs the cauſe of ſo neceſ- 
ſary a reconcilement; but, what 


with the filial reſpect I owed my 


Father, and the frozen ſanctity 
with which I beheld the venerable 
virgin, I could not for my ſoul divine 
aright, Reader, do not thou gueſs— 


I will tell thee—My Father's purſe 
a was 


; PLC at WOE AGED, 
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that of the Lady's. 


We are ready to attend you, my 
© Eleanora,' ſaid my Father. This 
© Lady will obviate every objection 


with the holy brotherhood, and we 
may depart. 


This was not a time for any of us to 
be inquiſitive; it was enough for my 
affectionate parents that once more 
they were reciprocally bleſt; and the 
hiſtory of their long ſeparation was 
mutually reſerved for happier hours. 
My Mother, however, took an op- 
portunity to inform us that ſhe was 
not known in the convent; that ſuch 
precaution had been taken to ſave the 
appearance of force in her ſecluſion, 
none ſuppoſed but that ſhe came in 


volun- 


zern. 


was heavy, and he lightened it in 
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voluntarily, and all expected ſhe was 
to take the veil. 


6 


The miniſters of the King have 


loſt me: I eſcaped from the con- 


vent in which J was firſt confined: 


I ſecreted myſelf by day, as much 


as poſſible, for a confiderable time ; 
but fearing I ſhould by chance be 


recognized, came here, and was 


welcomed as one weary of the 


world. Long ſtruggling with 


hopeleſs love, importuned and 
ſoothed alternately into cold and 
gloomy habits, I had lately given 
the. Abbeſs reaſon to ſuppoſe that I 
would leave ſociety for ever. You, 
my beloved Huſband, are a better 
guide; be you and my Henry my 


* Guarding Angels.“ 


— 


As 
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As my Mother was about to pour 
the ſentiments of fond delight into 
our boſoms whilſt we ſtood liſtening 
with ſilent affection, her friends came 


to bid her adieu. The good Lady 


Abbeſs had gone to inform them of 
her deſtined departure. Thoſe who 
were probationers ran to us, full of 
unaffected concern, but thoſe who 
were impriſoned by their vows, only 
waved their hands, and mourned my 


Mother's return to the mpfα,, of 
the world. 


Strange infatuation of ſolitary exiſt- 


ence! Were they created for this 


ſingle bleſſedneſs? Who can tell ? 
We bave invented virtue We have 


carried ſanctification to an extreme, 


and when extremes meet, chaos is 


J come again,” Human, ideas mingle in 


a vortex, and the man who is anda- 
Vo I. II. G cious 


122 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


cious enough to ſnatch an old thought 


from the maſs, and dreſs it faſhionably, 


hirs the taſte of the million lately 


born, and ſhall be pronounced fn 


c ſpired Poor human N ature ! il 


vitation of the Lady Abbeſs, which 


was to ſleep and refreſh ourſelves in 


this convenient and comfortable houſe 
till the morning. The articles be- 
longing to my Mother were not all 
collected, and we began to think the 
day too far ſpent to advance. I am 


certain my reader (drowſy as he muſt 
be in reading my ſtory) will ſwear 


there is no bleſſing in nature like 
ſleep, I therefore will not apologize, 


but own we concluded to ſtay with 


the ey Abbeſs till the morrow. 
My 


Notwithſtanding we et fare- 
well to theſe death- devoted maids, we 
were prevailed on to accept of the in- 
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My Father knew (as I have related) 
I loved Emily, He knew alſo that J 
had never, in a noble and candid man- 
ner, unboſomed myſelf to my Guar- 
dian. But he was too refined to ſuffer 
my monopolizing the child, without 
the ſanction of the father. Alas! he 
did not know how naturally and un- 
erringly our ſouls had formed an in- 
viſible union, We had not waited 
for the ſecondary right of arbitrary 
duty; we had ſeized the firſt claim of 
Nature, which was that of innocently 
mingling our ſentiments. Our per- 
ſons were yet to be diſpoſed of as 
Heaven would permit. My Father 
now drew me aſide, told me he was 
ſenſible how much I muſt feel, and 
aſked me if I really wiſhed to marry 
Emily : I told him my exiſtence de- 
pended on that hope. 


G 2 © Be 
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© Beit ſo: bleſſed with my Elea- 
© nora, my dreary proſpects are 
changed, and my cares vaniſhed. 
I have wealth enough to make us all 
happy in ſome peaceful retreat. 
Your Mother and myſelf will im- 
perceptibly grow old in the ſociety 
of you and your family. Only pro- 
miſe you will never indulge deſtruc- 
tive ambition.'— 


Lay K Lad Lal N A K 


* 


& Never, my Lord, on my own 
ce account will I raiſe a tumult in 
cc France ; but muſt you be for ever 
an exile? Should I not be juſtified 
“ in drawing my ſword in the cauſe 
of filial duty?“ 


N 


6 


N 


« Filial duty, my ſon, is conſidered 
© by me as mere articulated ſound, 
© ſinking as you. breathe it indiviſi- 
* bly into air: True, we have con- 
_ © trived 
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© trived emblems by which it may 
© be ſaid we convey ſound to the 
© eye, theſe we call record. Cha- 
- © rafters, or what you will, and by 
© thoſe mute auxiliaries have law and 
duty been handed down, through 
ages, for the ſupport of order form- 
ed on human plans. But ſhall the 
© empty phraſe of filial duty cauſe 
© you to be a murderer? believe 
me, Henry, that man has a falſe 


© idea of relative duty, when he 
#4 ſpreads a wide evil for the ſake of 


* giving his friend or father a partial 
good.“ 


What could I ſay? Did not this 
man deſerve a crown? I really 
thought him worthy of reigning, 
but dared not own I wiſhed it.— He 
continued 


EY © The 


mT 
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© The thunders of duty too often 
© break on the head of a trembling 
© child, who ſtands a meek victim 
© to the will of another, and gives 
© all away! Ob, how many pangs 


© would the guiltleſs heart be ſpared, 


did haughty parents forego their 
© fruitleſs claims! Sons would be- 
© come domeſtic, happy huſbands ; 


© daughters elude a broken ſpirit, 


© and an early grave. No, my ge- 
© nerous boy; you muſt look on me 
© as receding from the world, and 
as to your perſonal happineſs, may 
it ever depend on yourſelf.” 


% But how will my uncle approve- 


c of your obſcurity ? He is brave, 


ce and if I may judge from his ap- 


% pearance, when he viſited my 
& Guardian, poſſeſſes fire enough 


himſelf to put in motion the grand 
== “machine 


* 
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& machine of war. — And who ſhall 


guide it 2”? 


was neither devout nor profane 


enough to promiſe my Father the 
aſſiſtance of a Deity, as a meek and 
pious prieſt would have done. The 
plough-ſhare of war 1s generally fol- 
lowed by a crowd of pigmies, who 
are in ſuch a fury to guide it, that 
they trample one over the other; 
whilſt the ill- directed iron is har- 
rowing up their peace.— 


© My brother is not happier than 
I am, unleſs he is more beloved, 
which I greatly doubt; for pre- 
eminence? chills. the heart that 
would, on an equal ſcale, adore. 
Reaſon well with life, my fon. Na- 
ture has contrived it ſhall be ſhort ; 
man contrives it ſhall be wretched: 
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He who ruſhes unfeelingly over his 
fellow creatures, to catch the bub- 
© ble of public fame, feels the ſting 
© of a perturbed ſpirit ; and ſhall not 
« reſt but in death. For you, and 
© me, let love and the ſocial bleſſings 


« ſutfice to preſerve us from inactivi- 


* ty.; you ſhall be happy with your 
Emily, I with my Eleanora.“ 


No one man can be ſaid to make 

a people bleſt; but ſurely a king, 
poſſeſſing a mind like that of my 
Father, could never add to the mi- 
ſeries of mankind. I kifled his hand, 
in a tranſport of gratitude and ad- 
miration, and conſented to renounce 
ambition. In few words, he made 
my Guardian acquainted with my 
wiſhes, who unaffectedly gave his ſanc- 
tion only with this provifo, That 
the affections of his daughter ſhould 
| * govern, 
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© govern, never be made ſubſervient 
© to his approbation.” 


* 


The laſt admonition of Antonio 


6 ſtill hangs on my memory,” ſaid he, 
—* ] think it would be prudent not 
© to purſue your journey to Abbee 


© Dorovantes, but to ſeek a retreat 
© in n, from thence you may 
inform the Duke of B*** *, 
that your reſolutions are changed, 
he may there meet us, and the 
union of our children be rendered 


laſting.” 


A 


N 
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We agreed.—I now beheld hap- 
pineſs rapidly approaching to love. 
To be bleſt with the obje&t of my 
wiſhes, and crowned with the kind 
opinion of thoſe I revered, were ad- 
vantages that certainly promiſed un- 
interrupted tranquillity; and to theſe 

"G2 | my 
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my glowing imagination added her 
ſtrongeſt tints to beautify the ſcene, 


Emily had been pleaſingly occu- 
pied in receiving the congratulation 
of her friends in the convent ; ſhe 
returned to give us her good night, 


Her Father whiſpered to her the con- 
cluſions we had formed, and I had 


the pleafure of once more ſeeing the 
traits of chearfulneſs on her lovely 
features as ſhe modeſtly withdrew. 


The holy Abbeſs took my Father 


by the hand and my Mother by the 


hand : looked up with heavenly fer- 
vour, and wiſhed them the peaceful 
flumber of happy minds. 


Her prayer, for aught I can tell 
to the contrary, was well turned: we 


all ſtood in need of reſt, though 1 
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much queſtion if either ſlept the bet-- 
ter for it. 


© How happy I am, continued the 
good Lady, in proving myſelf your 
< difintereſted friend! Gold is ever in- 
adequate to the ſoul's beſt actions; 
© they are beyond all earthly pur- 
chaſe ! I am hourly convinced by 
- what I think, and'what I feel, that 
the ſoul and the body are two 
things; but the body is, as it were, 
« differently formed, ſubject to the 
„ natural neceſſity which diſplays it- 
„ ſelf every where. It muſt be de- 
pendent on ſomething; the appetites. 
muſt be fed or the body dies; but 
the ſoul ſtands in a manner aloof !' 
the ſoul filently ſcorns to partake | 
of ſordid-gold!' though gold is ne- [ 
6. ceflary, yes, the ſoul ! the exalted: 
5. ſoul is — as T may ſay is like 
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* Like nothing—except it be like 
© my Eleanora,” ſaid my Father, as 
he led my Mother to repoſe. 


Simple I, without ſaying a ſyllable, 
except good night, ſaw my friends 
retire one after the other, noticing, 
when unnoticed, till I found myſelf 
inadvertently alone with the ſeraphic 
Lady Abbeſs—What was to be done? 
Nothing; yet I reſolved, with the 
utmoſt gentleneſs, to ſteal an holy 
kiſs from her cold cheek—I did; | 
and while I was ſhutting. the door at- | 
ter me, ſaw her eyes filled with more 
deſpair than diſpleaſure. 


2 _— gt ken r 


Do not think the worſe of me, 
reader, for ſaluting the lily-colour- 
ed Lady indeed I was only playful. 


The moon, as I was reclining on 
my pillow, left the horizon. My 
| candle 
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candle had given her laſt friendly 
ſpark, and ſleep and happy dreams 
nurſed for awhile the wearied powers 
of my frame. I was once awakened 
by the ſound of a bell from the con- 
vent; but concluding it to be that 
unwelcome ſound which breaks the 
balmy flumber of the Nuns, and 
ſummon them to midnight veſpers, 
1 again lay down full of the image 
of Emily—O,' how far at that mo- 
ment was deſtiny preparing to hurry 
me from the idol of my ſoul ! 


All was ftill—How long that ſtill- 
neſs had laſted I know not; I awoke 
in a ſtate of horror! My limbs were 
| confined ; on my throat lay a heavy 
preſſure ; my breath grew ſhort, and 
ſuffocation began to arreſt the cur- 


rent of life! Agony, I believe, is 


ſtronger for being ſudden : even the 
| pains 
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pains of death become comparatively 
weak by a long and. flow gradation: 


1 was young, heathful, and had known 


no waſte of ſtrength. My: powers 


of mind or body had received no 


ſhock ; and Nature now was ardent 


in her exertions to: avoid diflolution, 


Forcible in my ſtruggling, I by ſome 
means. relieved my throat, and could 


indiſtinctly hear human whiſpers ; I 
attempted. to. ſpeak, and my mouth 


was immediately gagged, whilſt. a 


hoarſe voice commanded. me to. © be 


© paſſive, for my doom was fixed.” 
A bandage was. tied over my eyes, 


a covering belonging to the bed 


cloſely girted round me, and I was 
by force conveyed, with horrid ſilence, 


to a carriage. Convinced I was..in the 


power of many, ruffians, I ' ſteadily 
reſigned myſelf to the will of my 
Creator, and lay ſtill. Why I. was 

not 
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not that night murdered, I am yet 
to learn, ſince had the contrivance 
been Roderique's, he was too far 
gone in vice to indulge humanity, 
and might have diſpatched his rival. 
Tf it had been the will of the King, 


he, from policy more than cruelty, 


might have deſtroyed a man whoſe 
pretenſions to the crown would pro- 


bably one day ſhake the peace of 


France, —That I am now breathing 
is to me a myſtery. 


The carriage, to the bottom of 
which I was bound for ſome hours, 


went furiouſly on. From its uneaſy 


motion, and the jingle of chains, 
I ſuppoſed it to be a kind of cart or 
waggon; the trampling of many horſes 


accompanied it, and the voices of many 
men kept a continued jargon, the 
ſenſe of which I did not underſtand, 
becauſe my hearing was not ſuffiei- 

4 ently 
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ently clear, I heard them, at laſt, 
mention morning] could not ſee it, 
my eyes were ſtill darkened. How 
tediouſly did the hours ſeem to creep, 
whilſt I lay burning with indignation, 
and endeavouring to deſpiſe death! 
Sometimes I heard the wheels ruſh 
againſt the hedges, in paſſing, as I 
ſuppoſed, through narrow lanes ; a- 
gain they would plunge into deep 
ruts, made apt for impreſſion by the 
late rains; and the recovering jolt 
always made me ſenſible of the ve- 
hicle's coming out; at other mo- 
ments the horſes ſeemed ſlowly to 
labour through lengthened marſhes, 
the heavy mire of which ſo enfeebled 
and retarded thoſe noble animals, 
that the laſhes of their cruel maſters 
loſt their effect. During this diſ- 
mal day, the longeſt I thought I had 
every known, no refreſhment was 


offered me really began to think 
myſelf 
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mylelf forgotten, even by my ene- 
mies. The horſes at length ſtopped, 
and the order was given for lighted 
torches : I ſuppoſed now the time 
to be night, and that we were on 
ſome beaten road; I was not miſ- 
ſtaken—ſome travellers ſaluted us as 
they paſſed by, civilly, bidding God 
to bleſs us; others enquired to what 
town we were going, and what com- 
modities we had to fell? My guards 


gave different anſwers to ſucceſſive 


queſtions, not one of which were 
true, whilſt I lay panting beneath a 
pile of ſtraw. The'cartiage ſoon left 
the high roads; the hoofs of the 
horſes were not to be heard, and 1 
concluded they were for many miles 
running over turf, The mind of 
man, when diſturbed, is a chaos, 
* without form and void.” His ideas 
take no ſhape, or the formation he 

tries 
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tries at ſwiftly dies. Millions of 
chimeras floated on my imagination; 
all were rejected in ſpeedy ſucceſſion 
ere they became old enough to take 
the colour of reaſon; yet fancy will 
be buſy till we are no more. 


© How near the ſhore is the veſſel, 
ſaid ſome perſon, as the carriage 
hawled up, and made a full ſtand ; 
© not above forty feet ; the wind is 
5 ne: 5 we ſhall go ſeven 
p knots.” {4 ho 


This dialogue ended; —as their 
voices died away, I could diſtinctly 
hear the roaring of the ſea. Death 
throws horror on the imagination of 
man, from thoſe lifeleſs forms he 
hourly beholds: the flitting breath 
departed, our lately ſmiling friends 
anſwer not to our lamentations, heed 
not 


# 
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not our ſighs, nor wipe away our 
tears. It is this eternal inſenſibility 
which pervades the dead that ſhocks 


our mortal affections, and we tremble 


at the idea of ſinking into the ſame 


ſtate. What manner of death is leaſt 


painful, I believe, has long been a 


queſtion : for me, drowning is, e 


ed moſt awful. 


In the ſeaſon of childhood, I had 
accompanied a lad, whoſe father was 
tenant to my Guardian, in a walk on 

the bank of a river. It was in the 
month of July—Creation glowed 


with ſultry exhalations, I panted at 
noon, reclined under the ſhadow of a 


willow, and my young friend ſat by 
me till I fell into heavy ſleep; the 


flocks were going to fold, and I 


found the cloaths of my companion 
placed under my head, when I awoke. 
, — Jacques,” 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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7 Jacques,” ſaid I, rubbing my 
eyes, „we have ſtayed here till I am 
cold“ Jacques was gone! I ſtart. 
ed from the earth, roved wildly along 
the ſhore, enquired of the ſhepherds, 
and called through the woods. My 
terrois increaſed, imagination doubled 
them. I quickened my ſtep, and ran 
towards home; being. almoſt ſpent 
with crying, I walked through a lanc 
which I never thought gloomy till. 
now, and, turning the corner of the 
hedge, met a boatman carrying 
Jacques wrapped up in his blue 


jacket.—“ Tell bim to awaken,” ſaid 


I, in a tranſport of joy, tell him 
Henry is here.“ 


He is dead. 
& Dead!“ 


„ Drowned,'— 
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© No! no!—Let me preſs my 
« lips to his, and he will breathe 
« again.“ 


The man laid down my pale little 
friend, I lay down near him, but 
he was cold. I raiſed his head—he 
was no longer the kind, attentive 
boy, who had, a few. hours fince, 
placed the wild-roſe in my boſom, — 


Where do you think his ſpirit is?” 


Boatman. Gone to Heaven, tis 
© to be hoped.” 


& And is this all I muſt ever ſee of 
5 little Jacques—He was good! I 
© will be good! Perhaps I may 
* meet his ſpirit when I die.” 


May be ſo, replied the man with 
a figh, it is always right to hope.“ 
| My 
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My unfortunate companion was 
learning to ſwim, I was informed, 
and the current carried him away.— 
He was borne to the village church- 
yard, attended by his mourning fa- 
ther. His image remained indelible 
with me, and now revived with more 
than uſual ſtrength. * To drown ! 
good Heaven !. to fink into the vaſt 
deep, ſo full of the powers of life! 
bandaged! chained ! not the leaſt 
indulgence left for ſtruggling nature 
How long ſhall I be dying? (ſaid I to 
myſelf.) What will be my feelings ? 
—The work of diflolution will, I 
hope, be ſhort! After the ſhudder 
of a moment I became more collect- 
ed. Man wills not himſelf into be- 
ing ; he lives not by his own energy, 
or he would live for ever. I muſt 
die! Time, when paſt, is not mine; 

the future 1s not mine; what then are 
| my 
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my claims? TI have none. Reflec- 
tion thus prepared me for my fate, 
and I ſcorned to plead with thoſe I 
imagined to be my executioners, 
Through this diſmal ſcene my mouth 
was gagged, and the firſt moment 
of eaſe 1 experienced was, when 
one of the men, who aſſiſted in re- 
ceiving me from the carriage, rough- 
ly drew the iron from 'my lips. My 
eyes were not yet uncovered, nor my 
limbs unbound, | 


) We leave him to your care; be 
© you anſwerable for the completion 
* of the work,“ ſaid ſome one at a 
trifling diſtance, 


I immediately exclaimed, © Mon- 
* ſters, if you know me, diſpatch 
* me” 


e Ah! 
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Ah! malheureux, vous etes con- 
* damne—N?' importe—bon ſoir. 


'F rom the beach I was conveyed i in 
2 boat to a veſſel, and drawn up its 
ſide with difficulty. In ſo helpleſs a 
ſtate I could not aid the efforts of the 
ſeamen, , nor ward off perſonal an- 
guiſh. Being laid on the deck, ſtun- 
ned with nautical expreſſions of ſur- 
prize and laughter, I. was unſwathed, 
the covering was taken from my eyes, 
and I enjoyed the unſpeakable plea- 
ſure of ſitting upright. After ſuffer- 
ing. fo long in a paſſive ſtate, my 
mouth was ſore, my thirſt intolerable ; 
I feebly begged for water. A young 
tar haſtily brought me ſome, but my 
Jaws, had been ſtrained ſo ſeverely, 
that I felt much torture in_ drinking, 
yet the eager craving of Nature was 
too powerful to be denied, and my 
ey I muſcles 
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. Muſcles ſoon recovered their uſual 
elaſticity. I have often reflected ſince 
on the ftrange tranquillity which 
hung on my mind and body, whilſt 
fitting on the deck of the ſhip. I re- 
membered but little. I cared for no- 
thing around me. I felt no agonizing 
| impatience on the account of thoſe I 
had been torn from, but fell into a 
kind of vacancy which could be nei- 
ther pleaſure nor pain. Being awak- 
ened from this liſtleſſneſs, I grew 
peeviſh, but was ſoon laughed into 
quietude by a young tar, who came 
ſauntering along the deck with a 
chain in his hand, ſinging, 


My rum 1s out! my ſpirits die! 
My mother gave me all her ſtore. 

The tears that left her aged eye, 
Fell on the beach I hail no more. 


Vo L. II. | H f Jemmy,* 
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< Jemmy,* (ſhe cry'd) © grey is my hair, 


Expect no more my form to ſee ! 


Thy little fiſters claim thy care; 
Give them the love thou ow'ſt to me.“ 


And tho? three thouſand miles apart, 
And tho' my aged mother ſleep, 

My ſiſters ſtill ſhall have my heart, 
The world ſhall never make them weep, 


Jemmy will come, my ſiſters dear! 
Think, when the winds blow loud at night, 
My latitude may ſtill be fair, 
I wiſh my cag of rum was tight“! 


There was a peculiar manner in 
this fellow that drew my attention. I 


perceived he had ſudden ſtarts of love 


and pity, but that the habitual hurry 

of a ſea-faring life had drowned the 

ſofteſt emotions of his heart as they 

aroſe ; his mother and fiſters had an 

intereſt in his boſom. They were far 
* Full. 

| aſunder, 
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aſunder, and rum was but the means 
of ſupporting him zo, that he 
might provide for thoſe dear relatives 
in future, He ſtood liſtening to the 
gurgling waves, while he ſang the 
foregoing ſong on the ſide of the ſhip, 
not in a hurry to faſten his chain 
round my ancle. When I enquired 
who wrote his ſong—* myſelf,” (ſaid 
he, in a merry tone) Come, hoiſt ! 
Damn me if I'd give a quid of tobac- 
co for ſuch a land- tortoiſe - w¼nhy, what 
© trunk of a tree did you leave laſt?— 
© Do you go the voyage with us?” 


4 J have my doubts: this chain 
ec ſeems to aſſure me I ſhall not.” 


O !—curſe the chain; many a good 
lad has worn a brace of them, who, 
for all that, pulled up his buntlings 
afterwards and danced with the 
laſſes.“ 1 


N 


A 


N 


La) 


„„ wa 


I43 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


Whilſt this hearty fellow was com- 
forting me in his way, he, with all 
the eaſe of an Engliſhman, drew his 
tobacco-pouch from his pocket, and 
puſhing a large roll of the vivifying 
herb on one fide his mouth, deſired 
me to do the ſame. I refuſed, and 
thanked him. He felt no concern; 
but, as he put his little pouch into 
his trowſers'-pocket, he murmured— 


© I hate to ſee a man in chains, 
© though he never 5 a top- ſail. 


6 Were you never in this predica- 
& ment, my friend?“ 


Never but once, and the Devil 
may carry me if I would not run the 
© gauntlet at any time for the ſame 
© trick,” 


© What 
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% What was your offence ?”'— 


* Why, I only ſtole a boiled 


chicken off my Captain's table, (not 


this Captain) and gave it to a young 
Negro-woman, who was near dying 
with her poor baby at her boſom, 
between decks. She ate it up, 
while I ſtood looking at her; and 


in an hour after I took the full com- 


pliment of a dozen,—-Damn the 
dozen! and damn the Captain, who 
could ſee her ſtarve, for ſtarve ihe 


© did after all, becauſe ſhe could not, 


or world not eat the ſlave's common 


provender; ſhe often prayed for 


Jemmy, (that's me) and ſaid, a 
little before ſhe died, that her 
great father, ſitting at the end of 
the ſea, would take care of Jemmy.” 


But there! ſhe is gone! her baby 


H 3 © was 
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c was launched after her while I was 
© in irons.”? 


A ſtout man, who I ſuppoſed was 
the commander, came forward, and 
ſaluting Jemmy with his rope-end, 
the latter ſkipped up the ſhrouds like 
a ſquirrel. For my part, I believe 
deſpair made me audacious, and T, 
with little ceremony, demanded of 
this officer whither we were bound, 


© To heaven or hell.” 


Fancying he meant only that we 
muſt ſink or ſwim, I reſolved to ſup- 
preſs my curioſity; the more, as this 
fellow's ill- mannered abruptneſs tend- 
ed to ſilence my queſtion, by the 


fulleſt anſwer in the human language. 


Bear 


n 


> 
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© Bear a hand with this lubber 


© down between decks,” ſaid he, and 


whiſtled careleſſly as he paſſed for- 
ward: I was helped down, chained 
to a ring-bolt, an old hammock 
thrown near me, and ſome biſcuit 
left for my ſupport. All this did not 
appear as a preparation for my imme- 
diate death, and I naturally began to 
awaken from the ſtupor in which I. 
had for ſome hours indulged myſelf, 
My parents! ſo lately found; ſo de- 
ſervedly beloved, wandered acroſs 
my memory. Their images were 
followed by that of Emily, but I 
checked the dear illuſions, and laid 
my weary head, reſigned, on the 
hammock. Three days paſſed over 
me whilſt in this inactive ſtate. 
Jemmy would often ſteal down and 
try to chear me. One morning he 
came early, hugging his black Jack 

18 | full 
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full of grog, and bade me drink 
deep and be merry. 


© The world is but an ocean, meſs- 

© mate, and though we all ſeem to be 

© making different ports, we do but 

_ © touch-and-go. One port is made 

© for all—I have reaſon to think you 

will get in before me; if fo, look 

about you, ſee if you can ſee Tom 

© Williams; if you can, tell him 

Jemmy Lee is beating into the chan- 

nel. Come drink——one muſt fol- 

low another, we cannot make man- 

kind drive a breaſt if it was to fave 
«© our ſouls,” 


— . 
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This ſhort oration of Jemmy boaſt- 
ed little elegance and much idea, 
(ſomewhat like a Britiſh harangue) 

but as life had loſt greatly of its eſti- 1 

Mate 
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mate with me, this honeſt youth con- 
tinued uninterrupted, — 


© Your fail will ſoon be taken in I 
am afraid. What do you think I 
heard laſt night ?—Come,. take a 
bit of a quid; it will ſerve to moiſten 
your mouth bye and bye, for I 
muſt go up again; my watch will 
be called in.an hour.“ 


* 


* 


A 


* 


* 


« Excuſe me, Jemmy, I am not 
< in the habit of chewing the leaf.“ 


Well then, I wont afk you any 
more — Here's health and happineſs 
to him who ſteers out of his courſe 
to ſave a wreck Ah, my hearty ! 
1 don't know your name, but I wiſh 
you were ſat? on dry land! Why 
1 heard a fine dialogue about you 
laſt night—The Captain mentioned 


H 5 you 


ma A MWM M _ oa @#&a 
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© you to our gentleman paſſenger at 
© ſupper; and, when I came out of 
© the cabin, I liſtened at the door, 
£ for I wanted to know ſomewhat 
© about you. The paſſenger ſaid, 
Captain, I have an order to take 
him out to ſea, and carry your cer- 
© tificate back to France of his being 
„ 


5 © Who is he, replied the Captain, 
or what has he done to deſerve 
death? 


A 


He is an enemy to the King, and 
my maſter lives in dread of aſſaſſina- 
tion from him.” 


A 


* 


When your maſter (whom 1 never 

© thought like myſelf ) ordered me to 
bring my veſſel along-ſhore, he | 
told me the priſoner was condemned 4 
Per | 
| 


A 
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by the law, and that I might make 
ſome money of him at one of the 
iſlands where I ſhall touch; that 

part of the bargain I ſhall keep to | 
myſelf. After taking in my cargo 
at Carthagena, where we are to ſet 


you on ſhore, I ſhall purſue my 


voyage up the Streights—But as to 
the priſoner—why, I have already 
received money enough for his paſ- 
ſage, if it were poſſible 1 could 
carry him into another planet— 
Come, take your glaſs, I'll give 
you a ſong Andrew the mate taught 
me 


Like to an apple on the ſea, 
The world is ever floating; 
The brave ride merrily, like me, 


The old on wealth are doating. 3 


But he who loves his gentle maid, 
„Shall meet a kind returning; 

And he who ne'cr a friend betray'd, 
* May—4iccrp !—fing till roſy morning.“ 


H 6 Aye, 
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Aye, but Captain,” ſaid the paſ- 
ſenger, (for he would not let him 
ſing the ſong out) here is my 
© maſter's written order, which you 
£ muſt read. 


Read can read nothing to 
night—hiccup—By Jove I am 
; more than half-ſeas over!“ 


R „* 


Here are five hundred louis-d'ors, 
Captain.“ 


r 


6 Five hundred louis-d'ors — 
6 Five hundred louis-d'ors !? 


Damme, if that would not—h:c- 
© cup—purchaſe my whole cargo! 


But you muſt perform my maſter's 
5 order.” 
"Four 


7 
1 
Z 


1 


wo 
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© Your maſter ! why he is for all 
I know a knave on ſhore— I the ſo- 
vereign of the ſea.— 


Will you for this gold conſent it 
ſhall be done to-night ?” 


© The Devil himſelf will be of- 
fended if you make a murderer of 
a drunken man. It is a large ſam 
five hundred louis d'ors. Hiccup, 
Sir, to hell I pitch your louis-d'ors, 
here have I been beating old Davy 
for theſe ten years—I am a Scotch- 
man, my dear ſhip's name is the 
Highland-Queen; no man ſhall 
ftretch out his hand at the day of 
judgment, and ſay to me, Captain 
Murray, you turned me out of 


life; no, no, my—T ſay, Sir ſ— 


My veſſel-my little Highland- 
Queen, 
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yveen, ſhall not be followed up 
the Streights by a ghoſt.” 


© A ghoſt! Captain Murray! — 
for God's ſake is your veſſel haunt- 
ed? Lord have mercy upon me! 


© The Devil help you, hiccup !— 
you are a pretty fellow to drown a 
man, I tell you, you coward ! the 
priſoner's ſpirit would fit all night 
ſhrieking in the rigging ; nay, I 
ſhould not wonder it he flew over 
the fide with you in a flaſh of fire. 


6 ] was never at ſea before! 


© Then you never ſaw our great 
water-ſerpents, who come up in 
the night and ſpit blue flame in our 
ſhrouds when we got a villain in 


the ſhip.—Blue, yellow, red, green, 
* piE 


THE ROYAL CAPTIVES 159 


* 


all the colours of the rainbow burn 
© round us till the crew kneel down, 
© ſay the Lord's Prayer, and tumble 
the wretch plump into the deep— 
© biccup—give me the other glaſs 
and I ſhall be up to any rigg.' 


A 


* 


© Sir ! Sir!” (and the poor gentle- 
man panted for breath) Il. give 
c you the ſum of money, if you will 
© do the buſineſs without my know- 
© ledge of it. To be ſure I was ſent 
© on board to ſee it done, and was 
afterward to be put on ſhore at 
Carthagena, from whence I was to 
return to Marſeilles—but you can 
do it without me.” 


A 


- 


© But not without the five hundred 
louis-d'ors.“ | 


A 


No, Captain—here they are. 
£ Agreed,” 


; 
k 
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* Agreed,” ſaid the Captain, and 
| took up the money, * ſo that I am a- 
fraid you will lie-by fooner than 
you expected. I had a mind not to 
tell you all this, but, if any prepara- 
tion can be made for a long voyage 
4 we ſeamen like to make it.“ 


N 


N 


A 


N 


Jemmy left me to reflection; I had 
no worldly riches to bequeath; my 
ideal form, I believed would long be 
preſerved by Emily, and J lamented 
in ſympathy with my unhappy pa- 
rents—All partial formation muſt 
diffolve, though the great-ſyſtem 
of Nature 'ſhall eternally renovate, 
Am I not, in the grave, the undoubt- 


ed property of God? 


Arrived at this height of refigna- 
tion, I ſupported a ſuſpenſe of three 


weeks rolling on the fea, The ſight 
of 


— — — 
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of land at laſt was proclaimed by 


one of the crew; and that night, 


when all was till, except the watch 


upon deck, the Captain came to me, 
accompanied only by Jemmy, and 


ſternly ordered me to be ſtripped. 
Poor Jemmy reluctantly obeyed, with- 
out ſpeaking, but the filent tear that 
fell on my cheek as he ſtooped to un- 


bind me was full of pity. 


Wrap ſomething round him, and 
© ſtow him away,” ſaid the Captain, 
© let none of the crew know where 
he is while Monfieur Cregney is 
on board.'— 


a 


N 


— 


God bleſs you, Sir !* replied 
Jemmy, in a tranſport of pleaſure—“ I 
was afraid, Sir, you were going to 
© order me to throw him over-board.? 


N And 
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© And what difference to you it I 
© had ?— | 


The Captain crept to his cabin: I 
was directed to lie cloſely behind a 
large coil of cable, and Jemmy co. 
vered me with ſome of the ſails. My 
only fear now was of ſyffocation 
from foulneſs of air; however, my 
chance of life was much greater than 
it had been on the yeſterday. 


There is a pith, in ſome men, hard 
to be got at. It ſeems to peep upon 
us like a ſudden light, and ſhut up 
again: The manner in which this 
Captain conducted himſelf was fin- 
gular, and there is wondrous energy 
in natural eccentricity. I wiſhed to 
be acquainted with the mind of this 
man; but circumſtances would not 
agree to it.—We were three days 

making 
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making land, during which Jemmy 
never brought me any refreſhment 
but at midnight, when our anchor 
was caſt, I was not relieved for the 
ſpace of a week : the happy moment 
came! Monſieur Cregney, I was in— 
formed, had been ſhewn the bed- 
clothes in which I had been bound 
on the night when forcibly torn from 
the convent; had received a written 
certificate of my death, and was gone 
on- ſhore in order to return to France. 
With a ſmiling countenance, Jemmy 
led me to the Captain's cabin; TI 
bowed as I entered, he took me by 
the hand, his heart ſwelled ; but he 
ſtubbornly broke the ſigh in its utter- 
ance—* Cheerily lad! 1 had ſome 
work to ſave you, take this purſe 
© that was to have made a villain'of 
Captain Murray, and never feel 

2 nh © becalmed 
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© becalmed whilſt the winds fill one 
6 honeſt man's ſail,” 


Keep your purſe, Captain, as the 
« reward of humanity,” 


No; you are but a ſmuggled com- 
modity at beſt, I could not buy 
you into breathing, I would not 
purchaſe you as a non-entity, and 
the five hundred louis-d'ors may 
make you a valuable purchaſe to 
* ſome bonny laſſie. 


K W 0 © 


A 


Ce Do you know who I am ?—" 
No; nor do I care! 


« Will you, or can you, without 
& violating your honour, inform me 
* by whoſe contrivance I was ſent 
«© on board your veſſel ?”— 
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* 


© By the contrivance of a young 
© Lord, who has paid me fifty livres 
© per diem for two weeks paſt, on 
© condition of my laying off-ſhore 
to receive you. He told me that the 
© King had given his ſanction to your 
death, but that I might make money 
© of you after paſſing the Streights. 
© Monfieur Cregney, however, has 
* enlarged on my firſt compliance, 
© and ſhewed me an order for your 
death. —Monſieur Cregney believes 
© you are dead, and is upon return- 
< ing to Marſcilles full of that belief. 
© Go z be careful of yourſelf— I muſt 
«© purſue my voyage —and think /ome- 
© times of Captain Murray.“ 
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To Jemmy I preſent one hundred 
of the louis-d'ors, his civility had 
attached me to him; he ſwore they 
mould all be bundled home to his 


mother 


. 


. 


4 


. 


N 
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| mother and fiſters; and if rough vir. 
tue has a charm, I ſurely might be 
allowed to part reluctantly from this 
young man. 


Captain Murray, as we ſtood on the 


ſhore embraced me, and with honeſt 
warmth breathed a farewell. The 


billows of life,” (ſaid he) © you 


< ſee, muſt be ſtubbornly braved : we 


are ſoon wrecked in a crazy bot- 
tom: A good heart is the beſt pilot 
in a ſtorm; and if Monfieur Creg- 
ney has a heart like mine, he may 
call on Heaven for its care. If he 
has not, may he never find ſound- 
ing even in harbour II may never 
meet you more !—but, were you to 


ſee me finking, I know you would 


venture far to hold up Captain 
Murray. —* 


His 
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His heart heaved—he ſhook me 
by the hand, preſſed it between his 
own ; and after looking in my face 
filently for a moment, x away, 
ſaying—* God bleſs Re” 


cin Main was older than 


me ; he knew more of the world ; 


and of the moments of ſeparation.— 
I ſtaggered ſpeechleſs as he left me, 
followed him with my eyes. He 
looked back and waved his handker- 
chief towards an adjacent inn, wiped 
his check, and went on board, — ] 
never ſaw him ſince. 


And now was I left to look around 
me; no friend to whom I could un- 
boſom my cares, though my heart 
was heavy. I however ſoon collected 
my ſcattered ideas; and, by the 


ſ{trergth of my judgment, forced- 


2 | them 
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them to obey collateral circumſtance, 
To the inn I withdrew, ſat myſelf 
down in a private room, and ſtrove 


to meditat'e on future plans. The 


moſt pleaſing reſolve I could form, 


was to return to France and ſeek thoſe 
objects from whom I had been torn. 


I might go back—l could not look 


forward to happineſs. Captain Mur- 


ray had, on my being releaſed from 
confinement, ordered me to be cloath- 


ed in one of his ſuits, conſiſting of a 


fine cotton ſhirt, red jacket, and 
white callico trowſers ; ſo difintereſted 
was this benevolent tar | I could of- 
fer him nothing—he had given me 
all, The only return I. made was a 


note, which I unobſerved ſlipped into 


his pocket, informing him of my 
name, quality and connections. I did 
not this from motives of deſpicable 
vanity, but I thought if ever we met 

again 
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again I might claim his friendſhip 
from that rich ſource of obligation 
he opened on my grateful ſoul. At 


the inn, I enquired for a veſſel bound 


for France, and was informed that 
an American brig was then waiting 


for freight and paſſengers, and that 


her Captain lived in the ſtreet of 
Saint Dennis, which was but a third 


ſtreet from the inn. I made no de- 
lay; haſtened to the houſe, met with 


the Captain, and agreed to lodge 
with him till his veſſel ſhould ſail. 
'Fhus did Heaven ſeem once more 
propitious to my fortunes, In read- 
ing, writing and diverting myſelf 
with the Captain's family (which 
conſiſted of a ſenfible mother and 
three lovely girls) I paſſed my hours, 
Domeſtic peace was bere—placid man- 


ner, chearfulneſs flowing from a ſelf- 


corrected mind, and a continued 
Vo. II. I equan- 
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equanimity of temper in this charm- 


ing wife, taught her huſband to adore 
her, and made her children aſhamed 
of imperfection. Such happineſs, 
ſaid I with a figh, would Emily have 
diffuſed around her! =Sometimes [ 
would ſtroll down to the veſſel, throw 
my eyes over the ſea, and chide the 
contrary winds : it was to no pur. 
poſe ; I could not command circum- 
ſtances to obey my will. The Wed- 


neſday following was at laſt fixed on 


for the day of our departure, and 


the tedions hours had rolled on to 


the evening preceding that day, 
when I ſupped with the Captain in his 
cabin, toaſted my dear girl, and drank 
a little too much. I felt not the ef- 
fect of my conviviality till I came 
on ſhore, and had advanced a con- 
ſiderable way towards home; the 


houſes were ſhut up; not an object 
| ' to 
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be ſeen, and the filence of the night 
cauſed me to quicken my ſtep which 
was ſoon arreſted by a young female, 
who very freely took hold of my arm 
© Venez avec moi, ſaid ſhe—and in 
a moment forgot the delicacy ſo ami- 
able in her ſex. Wine had exhili- 
rated my foul, my fancy was luxuri- 
ant—this daughter of paſſion kindled 
warmth in my boſom, but her coarſe- 
neſs converted me. I looked in her 
face —ſhe was beautiful,—* Take 
& this, and return to virtue,” ſaid I 
giving her a conſiderable ſhare of 
my louis-d'ors, which I took looſely 
from my pocket, and throwing her 
from my arms.—She ſtood as if loft 
in gratitude, and I went on, ſome» 
what proud of my ſuperior excel- 
lence, 


I 2 © What 


ing my own queſtion with much con- 


could find no beginning - came home 
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„ What are the grand bleſſings of 
4e life?” ſaid I to myſelf—* Love and 
& ſocial virtue, to be ſure.” anſwer- 


fidence. 
Ty 

This female out-caſt was not an 
object of the one, but ſhe called 
forth the other—My moral vanity was 
not gratified even by this forcible con- 
cluſion—* In correCting the ſenſes,” 
continued I, we ſurely enlarge the 
ru mind”—this reflection gave birth 
to more. I endeavoured to trace and 
retrace the origin of evil; went back, 
in idea, through the wilds of time 


to my ſtarting poſt, and ſolemnly 
declared, “ That a larger portion of 
ow „ den than ſeverity was que to erring 
* woman.“ 


N * I 
4. e 40 . 


All theſe ſentiments, you will fiy, 
were very fine for a gentlemin half 
tipley— 
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tipſey —They ſerved me for the mo- 
ment, and that was enough. The 
clock of Saint Dennis had ſtruck 
two, when I turned the corner of the 
ſtreet, and was near my lodging. 
The young woman I had in part 
neglected, made her appearance again, 
through an alley - My reader will 
perceive, that I had ſpun out my 
thread of morality, and was melting 
into pity—pity fills the heart of man 
with all that is ſoft and languiſhing 
toward woman ; and I was pavſing to 
enquire ſenſibly into the miſeries of 
this young creature, when ſhe eagerly 
exclaimed, * there he is—the gold is 
© in his waiſtcoat'—A handitti im- 
mediately ruſhed forward with one 
intent of ſurrounding me. Happily 1 
had what the ſailor's term an oaken- 
towel in my hand, which the boat- 
1 10 ſwain 
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ſwain had forcibly pleaded the uſe 
of, and ſwore it might, in going 
home, ſerve more occaſions than one, 
Under his kind command I, on 


board, accepted it—and this was the 


hour when my oak was to prove its 
faſhion and quality. Never had it 
boaſted an owner of more wild re- 
folution ; (true courage being ou: 


of the queſtion)—I hotly defended 


myſelf, ſtanding with my back againſt 
a wall for the fpace of three mi- 
nutes, with as much agility as Aga- 
memnon himſelf could have done: 
Swift in my revenge as my aſſaſſins 
were in their plunder, I ſtruck the 
ſtiletto from the hand of one; and, 
meeting the temple of another, reel- 
ed him to the earth What could 
this alertneſs have ariſen to had not 
3 gentleman came to my aſſiſtance? 
—Ihe odds were tibw five to one 

He 
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He ſaw the odds; and, as one of the 
bravoes attempted to ſtab me, plung- 
ed the ſword in his heart. 


© Dead !* (ſaid one) Dead, re- 
plied his companions.—“ Let us be 
« off” 


© What thall we do with Lar- 
rette? | | | 


O d- mn her, let her ſcout as we 
6 muſt,” : 


Death certainly puts many a good 


man, and many a good woman be- 


fide their beſt purpoſes; and Larrette, 
without truſting to my pity, which 


had fo lately been operating in her 
favor, ram as courageouſly as the moſt. 
vigorous of her friends—l1 looked 


after her, tis true, but I did not 


1 4. | much 
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much regret loſing the opportunity 
of doing a good action: for as pity 
left my heart to fly after Larrette, 


gratitude filled the vacuum in behalf 


of my deliverer. In fervent language 
L invited him to my home. He polite- 
ly promiſed me a viſit in the morn- 
ing—This was the morning fixed 
on for ſailing, but the wind ſtil} con- 
tinuing its contrary direction, afford- 
ed me the opportunity of receiving 
my new friend. I found he knew 
the affairs of France better than my- 
ſelf; that he poſſeſſed acute pene- 
tration, much reſerve, and more be- 
nevolence; yet he was a little older 
than myſelf.— 


Accident, more than deſign, 
ſaid he, © has brought me to Car 
« thagena, I am making a tour with 
* 2 nobleman who has, upon oath, 

* obliged 


„ 
* 
if 
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obliged me to conceal his name 
and my own. I never lamented 
the reſtraint till this moment ; I can- 
not repoſe a confidence in you; in 
© return I can expect none: but be 
© aflured, I am a branch of one of 


© the firſt families in France; I tra- 


vel in the character of a Marquis 
Dx, with my illuſtrious friend; 
© who retreats for a while from court- 
© cabal—and now, only fay by what 


name I am ſimply to addreſs you.” 


„Henry“ —replied I; * and a 
« more luckleſs fellow you never 
« drew a ſword for.” 


After ſpending two days more in 
waiting for a gale, and foothed by 
the attentions of this gentleman, 
whoſe mind was worthy my regard, 
we took an affect ionate farewell. I 

14 1 
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left him on the ſhore, and ſailed ſor 
France. 


Thou wilt repine with me, my 
good reader, that we were not better 
known to each other, when I tell 
thee, this was the identical Marquis 
ſo lately found within theſe walls, a 
victim to deſpotic power, In a few 
days I knew his worth, though I 


knew not his rank, nor am I yet ac- 


guainted with his realnameand quality. 
He is gone! for ever gone! And 
the letter found amongſt his papers 
convinces me, he was making a tour 
with my uncle the Duke of B*#*#*#, 


Our veſſel ſlew before the wind; 
the land fainted from the eye; noiſy 
cheerfulneſs invigorated the crew, and 
my boſom was light. What a chaſm 
it makes in the life of a man to be 
1 rolling 
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nolting through tedious months on 
the ocean! cooped within a few 
boards, and limited to a few ſtrides: 
fore and aft. I had ſeldom patience 
to remain below with the paſſengers, 
but would try to amuſe myſelf by 
hanging my head over the veſſel's 
bow, and purſuing, with my eyes, 
the nitrous particles that ſhone be- 
neath, like jewels of varied luſtre 
To what depth may the imagination 
deſcend when it labours to fathom 
the ſea! I had not, however, the 
felicity of making many grand re- 
flections on the fallacious element; for 
we had ſcarcely paſſed the Streights. 
of Gibraltar, when we were borne 
down upon by an Algerine corſair 
All hands were ordered up ; the deck 
was cleared, and every preparation 
made, not to conquer, but to die, 
ſtubbornly! For when we beheld the: 

1 6 number 
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number of barbarians which ſwarm- 
ed on the deck of the Algerine, we 
could not hope, but reſolved, they 
ſhould buy us dearly, The conflict 


was dreadful !—In three quarters of 


an hour we had loſt all our com- 
panions, except the boatſwain, two 
gentlemen paſſengers, the captain 
and myſelf. Advancing to the quar- 
ter-deck, we there made a full ſtand; 
embraced each other in ſilence. Nei- 


ther mentioned peace or ſubmiſſion, 
becauſe all were wound-up to the 
ſtrongeſt exertion we were capable 


of. The lantern in the ſteerage was 
ſtill burning The Captain, graſping 
us ſeverally by the hand, recom- 
mended our ſouls to God with the 
utmoſt fervor, and haſtening to the 
ſteerage, ſeized the candle - we ſaw 
him no more! By this time the Al- 


gerines had thrown an iron hook in 


Our 


a, $0) 


* 
1 
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our rigging and boarded our bow: 


Their ſuperior number ov’ rwhelmed 
us. No ſooter were we made pri- 


ſoners, and aſecurect in the corfair, 
than they looſed the hook from the 
rigging, probably watching the event 
— The ſca was in ſmooth condition; 
the veſſels merely drifted, the Ame- 
rican brig was ſoon wafted at ſome 
diſtance from the corſair. I ſtill 
gazed at her with anxiety, wiſhing to 


diſcern the captain; and the Alge- 


rines were as watchful as myſelf, but 
from different motives; as ſhe drove 
gently, and no danger attending, a 
boat manned to bring her to—She 
blew up! 


« Thy little girls, and thy amia- 
© ble wife will expect thy return,” 
(faid I, as I took a remnant of the 
captain's ſhirt from the main ſtay of 

the 
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the corſair, ſcorched as it was) gal. 
« Jant, but unfortunate man!“ 


As the ſmoke cleared away, we 
found a lock of his hair, and one of 
his fingers, which had been blown 
through the air. 


% Good God ! Is it thus thy image 
« is broken by accident?“ (exclaim- 
I, with more preſumption than know- 
ledge) “ignorant as we are, we are 
& paſſive to thee !”? 


A blow on the left ſhoulder inſtantly 
cauſed me to think leſs of the man- 
gled captain, than of myſelf. I lay 
down at command, and called my 
obedience reſignation : ſuch an effect 
will a great evil, when properly com- 
pared, cauſe upon a lefler one. 


What was the fate of the two gentle- 
men. 


. 
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men paſſengers I know not; they ac- 
companied me to Algiers, and were 
ſold ro one chief, whoſe hoorde lay 
far in the country, I was ſold to a 
wandering Arab, and drudged on, in 
complicated miſery as a ſlave, for 
the ſpace of five years. Thoſe five 
years, I will at preſent paſs over, that 
my reader may not be obliged to fol- 
tow me, weeping, through Barbary, 
with a plaintive and mournful ſpirit. 


Reſt ſatisfied, thou, who art hang- 
ing over this narrative, when I in- 
form. thee, that flavery having no- 
charms, I eſcaped from its horrors, 
and arrived in France on the ninth 
of Auguſt, 1684. Towards Rochelle 
bent my eager ſteps, reſolving to: 
enquire, at my Guardian's manſion, 
tor my parents and Emily,—Hea- 


ven! how did my heart palpitate 
with troubled joy, when I ſaw the 
eaſtern 
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eaſtern chimney peeping through the 
long row of aged elms. Without 
hefitation, I ran through the firſt 
gate, and knocked loudly at the 
door; my garb was not killingly 
genteel, but I had forgot it; I had 
alſo forgot, at this delicious moment, 
the afflictions I had known Could 
the images of miſery and murder 
find a place in my remembrance 
now !—No; all was tranſport, all 
exquiſite delight and ardent expec- 
tation. I knocked a ſecond time, 
louder than before; the door was 
opened, I ſtepped in without cere- 
mony, and could only articulate — 
cc tell your maſter, Henry is here. — 


The ſervant left me in the hall, 
with juſt as much ceremony as J had 
uſed in entering it; I watched every 


ſtep he took, and curſed the flow- 
nefs 
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neſs of his motion, as he ſtalked 1n- 
ſenſibly along. Another came of 
more poliſhed manners, who civilly 
invited me up ſtairs, and ſhewed me 
into the little room which was once 
my ſtudy,—Itw as no ſtudy now !— 
my books were gone! The elegy 
ol Laura was gone, all was changed 
no kind memento of the refined plea- 
ſure I had here taſted remained to 
© adminiſter to my mind's diſeaſe,” 
and my raptures were ſubſiding ſwift- 
ly, when my dear, my beloved Guar- 
dian appeared—He preſſed me to a 
heart broken by ſorrow.— 


© You return not to Emily 

© ſhe— tears and grief checked his 
words ; I trembled, a ſudden chillneſs 
thrilled through my veins, and I ſtood 
as one immoveable. Silent anguiſh 
abſorbed us for ſome moments: my 
| 72 ſoul 
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ſoul was tortured with ſuſpenſe, but 
I revered this good man's ſtruggle, 
and waited till his refignation ſhould 
conquer his wee. He at length in- 
formed me, that his books and papers 
had been ſeized by royal authority, 
that his fortunes were entirely chang- 
ed ſince that fatal night when I was 
borne from the convent, and that he 
knew nothing of his Emily or my 
parents. | 


© I was conveyed back to this 

© dwelling* (continued the venerable 
mourner, ) * eſcorted by a party of 
ſoldiers, a ſeal was put on my pa- 
© pers, and myſelf given to under- 
ſtand that liberty was more a favour 

allowed than a privilege J had a right 

to demand. To whom can I com- 

plain ? Repeated ſolicitation, tears, 

and threats with the Abbeſs of the 
Pi © convent: 


A 


- ac; 


LY 


A 
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© convent availed no more than to gain 
© repeated avowals of her 1gnorance 
reſpecting my Emily's fate. Here 
© I wait for death! Here I prepare 
for that ſtate to which my child 
* and even you, Henry, muſt fol- 
© low! I have wealth ſtill, but whom 
* have I to ſhare it, My ſons are 
abroad, and my daughter is for 
© ever loſt to me; 1 therefore ſhun 
© parade ; you are young, and may 

* ſtill look forward for brighter pro- 
* ſpects than thoſe already faded in- 
© to diſappointment ; yet, while I 
© exiſt, command my purſe, and ac- 
© cept me as a father. 


T 


This was no reſting place for my 
impatient ſoul; I could not long to- 
gether ſit down and weep; daring 
better ſuited me: to ſeek my friends 
and avenge their wrongs, was a con- 
| ſolation, 
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ſolation, in my judgment, more ele- 


gible than tears. For this purpoſe 


1 reſolved to wander throvgh France, 
not without money, but without at- 


tendants, that I might liſten ſilently 
and unnoticed to the opinions of the 


nation. Whilſt I remained with my 


Guardian, which was only a ſhort 
time, I obſerved a deep and deadly 


| melancholy growing on his mind, 


Such melancholy, I am convinced, 


often ſettles into blank deſpair, which 
the poor ſufferer, felf-deceived, would 


willingly pronounce refignation. I 
tried to comfort him, and he ſtrove 
to appear ſenſible of my attention. 


Alas! we knew but too well the 
fituation of each other's heart ; and 
in endeavouring to diſguiſe we re- 
vealed our reciprocal anguiſh. Una- 
ble to ſupport this mental conflict, I 
promiſe 
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promiſed to write, and tore myſelf 
away. 


Neatly dreſſed, but unattended, I 
repaired to every public place; ſtroll- 
ed into every houſe of faſhionable 
reſort, mixed with people of every 
deſcription, and found national diſ- 
content gnawing at the root of na- 
tional ſplendor. 


Cardinal Mazarine was dead ſince 
the year 1661; Turenne died in 
1678, and the Calviniſts, left by the 
cruel exceſſes of the King's ſoldiery 
to ſecret cabals and feeble murmurs, 
quitted the kingdom in vaſt num- 
bers. With theſe I was ſometimes 
ſeen, hoping to hear of my perſe— 
cuted Father, but finding that hope 
vain, ſought the friendſhip of. the 
Marquis Louvois, who ſtood in high 

5 favour 
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favor with. the King. Louvois I 
found intrepid ; every- ſpecies of 
boldneſs ſunk beneath his daring 


ſpirit; and his will, ſupported by his 


cunning, feemed abſolutely to com- 
mand ſucceſs From this man 1 
might . have learned much; the 
ſprings of political intrigue were 
coerced in his hand, like the faſces 


in the hand of the Roman; but my 


whole ſoul revolted ſecretly from his 
inſtructions. As a ſtranger he at firſt 


politely. converſed with me on com- 


mon topics On further intimacy he 
revealed a part of his plans. I had 
no right to betray his confidence, 


but finding him the acting - inſtru- 


ment of court-deſign, I had fully 
reſolved to quit his ſociety for ever, 
and travel on in ſearch of objects 
more dear to my ſick and languiſh- 
ing mind. He, however, had the 
faſcinating 
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faſcinating addreſs to perſuade me 
to accompany him to this iſland. In- 
nocent pleaſures, he ſaid, were his 
only purſuit ; having obtained leave 
of his ſovereign to abſent himſelf on 


account of the weak ſtate of his health. 
Horrible deluſion ! Here was I arreſt» 


ed by his command; and here I ex- 
pe& ſoon to die, The fate of my 
friend, - the Marquis, who reſcued 
me at Carthagena, the groans and 
complainings I hear every hour with- 
in this dreadiul priſon; the picture 
of my unfortunate Mother, and the 
depraved heart of Dormoud, leave 
me little hope of prolonged exiſ- 
tence; while J live, from time to 
time I will continue my ſtory. Should 
my execution be ſudden I can only 
at this moment claim the confidence 
of a pitying-world a # # * #* 
E @ GS. S m ⁰⏑ ö U 
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Tr; [nook 8 1685. 
THE. Cordelier ſtill viſits the 
caſtle ; officiates with thoſe who re- 


queſt his pious aid, but ſhuns me. 


What can be the cauſe I—It is not 
of conſequence. He cannot comfort 
me— his brother's papers I delivered 
to him unperuſed by me. That 
note That deſtructive proof of 


Emily's inconſtancy, I could not 


reſign; my executioner will find it 


in my boſom „„ „ „„ 
* „ #® % „ „„ „ „ „ 


Stb September, 1685. 


NIGHT came on, when gazing 
W "ths crate of an adjoining 
apartment, I ſaw a genteel woman at 


her devotions ; abſorbed by ſtrong 


curioſity, I liſtened to her ſublime 
ſupplications, and fancied her voice 
had, 


3 
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had, m ſome former period, ſtruck 
on my ear. I could not behold her 
features; ſhe wore a deep veil; but 
my ſoul was borne with hers to the 
Father of Mercy: The voices of 
thoſe guards who were appointed to 


ga their laſt round for the night, j 
broke our heavenly enchantment. The ; 
Lady, I could diſcern, appeared for a ö 
moment extremely diſcompoſed; ſtart- 3 


ed from her kneeling poſture, and 

turned towards the door, as if ex- 

pecting the entrance of the ſoldiers. | 
But they turned along through an- 
other paſſage ; when ſhe fat down, 
and, leaning on her hand, ſighed for 
reſignation, I prayed ſhe might at- 
tain it, and ſtole from the erate. As 
Ilaid myſelf on the pillow, my ſorrow- 
ful ſpirit whiſpered, 15 ſv? not my M0, 
ther? O how time ſeems to creep 
when we load him with ſuſpence! 
n K How 
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How {wiftly does he hunt down our 
Intle joys! When once the idea of 
my mother had again ruſhed on my 
mind, agitations of wild nature ſhook 
me What can I do for her? Dare I 
own her? May not our dear relation- 
ſhip cauſe. her deſtruction ? Can 1 
claſp her to my heart, and in the 

language of filial love bid her be 
comforted ! Can I, for my mother, 
throw wide the door of liberty, —O ! 
no! we meet but to die! We meet 
but to ſay. how wretched we have 
lived, and how joyleſs we leave a 
Huſband and a Father. Good God ! 
is it poſſible thou canſt forget us! 
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Wearied at laſt by the violence of 
my emotions, I yielded inſenſibly to 
repoſe ; and dawn, like an eye in the 
| Eaſt, had ſcarcely got above its ho- 


ron, when Dormoud appeared at 
3 rothe 
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the fide of my bed. I had no time 
to gueſs at the purpoſe of his viſit. 


He ſat down, told me, with his 


uſual careleſſneſs, that he was grown 
too impatient, on account of a pretty 
woman, to ſleep late in a morning, 
and that ny aſſiſtance 2 _ 
him unn * [= af 


c FER riſe, and breakfaſt with 
me; our Cordelier, who is become 
© a pleaſant follow, ſince he has gotten 
© the better of the death of the Mar- 
© quis, will join us. He is to con- 
* feſs the idol of my ſoul this morn- 
ing. I have commanded him to 
put in a word for me, but I ſhall hope 
© more from your negociation as a 
© young clever fellow, than from him 
as a dull, moralizing hypocrite — 
* allons.'—This man was as s old as my 
Father. att 23 
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Am I then become an inſtrument 
of vice! Is it poſſible for Henry, for 
that Heury once ſo beloved by the 
pureſt ſpirit in nature, to ſeduce wo- 
man !—Yes—Emiy is fallen—why 
may not 7 give a looſe to wild de- 
fire—to baſeneſs - to the laſt profli- 
gacy man can know—which is that 
of abbetting the happineſs of a vil- 
lain. Woman! woman ! what art 
thou? Enchanting, lovely, faithleſs 
creature Why didſt thou beguile 
me ? why cheat me of my youthful 
hours ?—Ah Emily! 


perdition, at this moment, could 
afford no horrors for me.— I was 
tired of being virtuous— 1 was tired 
of love. 


Aſter much delay and many ſtrug- 
gles, I left my chamber, filled with 
_ ſhame. 
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ſhame. This was to be the day, the 
fatal day on which I was to be ini- 
tiated in the myſteries of vice—for 
Heaven is my witneſs, there had not 
been a deed in the record of my 
youth which could ſtamp me a vil- 
lain, or ſting me with repentance. ' 
pauſed on the ſtair-caſe ; reflected on 
the female captive—and, falling a- 
gainſt the wall, with my arms folded 
acroſs my boſom, began ſeriouſly to 
think of death; and to weigh the 
laſt pang of nature againſt the de- 


grading drudgery of life.—** Should. 


c it be my Mother 1. 


I ftarted, and ran down ſtairs 
The image of my Mother ſtil! touch- 
ed my brain! could not diveſt myſelf 
of the idea, and haſtened precipitate- 
ly to the grate, where I had firſt be- 
held the Lady at her devotions— 


| K 3 | 4 [houls: 
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« | ſhoutd-it be my Mother!“ I again ex- 
claimed, half breathleſs, : with terror. 
AI will kill Dormoud, by Heaven! 


This laſt reſolve gave a ſudden 
compoſure to my late-troubled ſpirit. 
I flackened my pace, and went gent- 
ly on tip-toe as I approached the 
rate. A little black curtain had 
been let down from the top of the 
window; but time, and its uſeful- 
neſs, had much worn the texture of 
One diviſion, in particular, of- 
fered me a fight of the charming 
captive, whole. reſignation had en- 
deared her. to me—T put my face 
down, looked through the curtain 
and ſaw her —not at prayer, but faint- 
ing on the boſom of the Cordelier.— 
No . is not 1 Mother ! 


ans at leaſt a kind of diate: 


and exulting mirth, ſucceeded my 
com- 
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complainings. I not only was con- 
vinced that the Lady was no relation 
of mine, but I was convineed had a 
better protector than myſelf, and that 
ſhe could truſt much with this —_—_ 
comforter. |. e e ne 

« The Devil may run with this 
« Cordelier,” (ſaid I to myſelf) © ſure- 
„ly he does what pleafes him with 
6e the heart of woman! I am glad hows 
© ever, the lady is not my Mother; 
tc the would recline on no boſom but 
© that of her huſband, or her ſon !” 


Thus I reflected but of what ſer. 
vice could be my conjectures ?. I 
knew not whether this. was the lady 
meant by Dormoud. She was ſtill 
veiled, and if I could have ſeen her 
face I was not in a humour to be in 
love with it; therefore, leaving the 
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Cordelier to fulfill his heavenly office, 
I went very ſedately to breakfaſt 
with Dormoud. 


The 1 this man diffuſed a. 
round him, lulled every care—his 
manner ſo faſcinated the human 
mind, | 


„ Could I difcern virtue through 
« thy native embelliſhments, what a 
“rare piece of workmanſhip wouldſt 
be thou be!“ this ſoliloquy was only 
whiſpered from my heart, as I ſat 
— with him - 


© When J informed you, that my 
| happineſs could be promoted by 
your aſſiſtance, ſaid he, I meant 
you ſhould prove my negociator 
with a perverſe beauty, who is here 


ere only becauſe I love 
| © her 


. 
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© her ſoul never entertained a crime !' 

„By my contrivance ſhe is here, and 

© here ſhe ſhall make me happy— 
© and yet when I approach her, 

Sir, my deſires are chaſtened by het 

unſullied innocence—lI am awed—- 

ſhe awakens me to a ſenſe of the 
purity I have loſt; and I leave her, 
. enraged at my own weakneſs. 
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* 


moud reſumed 


** 


For my own part, I had no grand: 
idea of the lady's unſullied inno- 
cence; for 1 ſtrongly ſuſpected her to 
be identically the ſame who was then 
confeſſing to the Cordelier. True, I. 
had ſeen nothing incompatible with 
delicacy, unleſs the. moſt ſorrowful 
tenderneſs could be deemed ſo; but 
1 had ſeen enough to 'convince me- 
the lady was not mann Dor. 
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Till now, as woman varied, va- 


ried were my pleaſures.— The vain 


' coquette invited my advances, and 
trifled with my heart ; but, when 


ſhe thought herſelf ſecure, I burſt 
the web of her feigned-indifference, 
added warmth to her ſtronger paſ- 
ſions, till ſhe diffolved in the flame 
ſhe affected to kindle alone for me. 


My vengeance was juſt; her me- 


mory obtruded, and Dormoud was 


gone. The ambitious beauty, who 


unportioned, ſtood up for high mar- 


riage ſettlements, held her willing 
neck to receive my golden fetters. 


She appealed not to my heart, I 
deſpiſed hers ; viſions of ſplendor 


dazzled : I continually waved them 
love, the ſacrificed all to pride, and 


broke her own enchantment. I 


left her to weep, but hers were not 
| * © the 
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© the. tears of , wounded . affection— 
And now what avails my paſt vic- 
© tories I am enſnared by one to 
whoſe impenetrable ſoul I can find 
* no avenue ;—ſhe ſhall che muſt 


be mine! i 


1 


* 


00 If the mind of Dormoud may 
«© be reclaimed, this. object of his 
c love can only boaſt the power! 
«© Who knows but ſhe has excel- 
lence! If ſo, her attractions, in- 
ſtead of deſcending, may draw 
this man to the zenith of her per- 


La) 


o 


* 


e 


Reaf foning, thus. within 01 1 
ſecretly reſolved to uſe my beſt ef- 
forts with the lady, and gain ,upon 


Dormoud to marry rather than de- 


. her peace. 
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I will plead for you, Sir,” ſaid 
I, * and may the regard you enter- 
« tain for the lady, recall you to the 
& path of refinement ; a path from 
& which you have been hurried by 
& the impetuoſity of youth. You 
% are accompliſhed—the chain of 
„ jpnorance hangs not on your men- 
c tal powers; nor can you eternally 
« avoid the whifpers of virtue.—” 


© Ceaſe !—Ceaſe your admonitions ! 
Far! very far beyond your judg- 
© ment lye the doings of Dormoud. 
I have your faith, you have pro- 
miſed me ſecreſy ; on your fidelity 
* depends) your exiſtence.” 


There was a time when ſuch a 
"threat, from ſuch-a man, would have 
ſhook me; the rougheſt paſſions of 


my ſoul 1 have taken the alarm, 
and 
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and awoke to vengeance ; but—No ! 
Call was paſt !—Self appeared to 
have no influence over my deſpairing 
ſpirit. What had I here to live for, 
after being pronounced a captive for 
ever II was calm, truly undiſturb- 
ed by the menaces of Dormoud ; 
yet to do one kind action for him 
was to tune his ſhattered thoughts ee to 
Peace. I 


Here is but one obſtacle to my 
© wiſhes,” continued he, which is 
her hatred, at leaſt it is that torpid 
inſenſibility to which ſhe gives the 
ſofter term of virtue. In hourly 
danger of death, ſhe braves me 
with a ſmile of "reſignation ; but 
that reſignation is meant to Heaven 
* alone, her haughty ſoul deſpiſes 
N me. — 


* 


* 


50 


* Marry 


206 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES. 


% Marry her—offer no violation 
© to her will, but lead her to the 
ce chamber of pure delight. There 
e will delicacy and tender confidence 
. *© mingle her ſoul with yours— 
cc Friendſhip, love, every high ſen- 
« ſation that ſwells the human heart; 
« every fine dependance that loſes 
« itſelf in uniſon, will await you 
« with the woman you adore; and 
ce who may love, if once ſhe believes 
« ſhe can love | in you the image of 
tc excellence.“ 


0 Marry her!“ replied Dormoud, 
; with a geſture of abhorrence.— ng. 


c Why do you ſtart, Sir . 
« youth is ſpent, you cannot be happy 
«© without her, and where will you 
« find domeſtic bliſs if not with a 


woman of beauty and virtue ? 
© But 
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© But matrimony is ſuch a net, 
and its texture ſo ſtrong and heavy, 
that I ſhall never be able to ſtretch 
myſelf with any eaſe or pleaſure. 
| Befides, I very much doubt, if, 1 
© have the power to lay continually 
contracted like an hedge hog, mere- 
ly to pleaſe my wife and the parſon.” 


* A. * 


A 


Believe me, Sir! your wiſhes 
« will not wander, if you truly 
«© love,” | 


But I'll never marry, Sir, if I can 
do without it—Heavens! How 
© bleſt ſhould I be if ſhe could love 
* as I do—Go! win her to my arms, 
and command my fortune! 


« May I talk of marriage ?—” 
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£ D—n it, Sir, how you teize me! 
© Try other allurements—She muſt 
8 be mine.— 


The entrance of the Cordelier 
checked, in ſome degree, the warmth 
of Dormoud. In a moment he col. 
lected himſelf, and enquired after the 
health of his fair priſoner. 


© She does not complain,“ ſaid the 
Cordelier, her ſonl ſeems to have 
© mounted above every worldly care, 
* and every mortal infirmity.” 


That is not the ſtate of mind I 
© wiſh you to encourage, my good 
Father! 1 think the may as well 
ſoar to heaven from the pillow of 
delight, as from a river of tears. It 
is amazing that you gloomy diſci. 
9 plänarians 
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plinarians will, through every age, 


make the Deity an inquiſitor, and 
diſlocate your victims by torture 
before you think them e his 
acceptance. i 


The Cordelier bluſhed—I was in 


pain for him He mildly replied 


© We only wiſh to exalt and purify 
the mind of man, that he may not 


deſpiſe himſelf. Man is poſſeſſed 


of powers which himſelf cannot de- 
fine; all he can do is, to endeavour, 


through the conveyance of ſound, 
to communicate their workings to 


his fellow beings ; this conveyance 


he feels. inadequate, and, conſe- 
quently, turns in upon his mind; 


if vice alone is ſeen; if the ſenſes 


are predominant; and, in uproar, 
tearing him within; you will per- 
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N 


ceive his form early relax, his finer 
faculties grow dim, and all plea. 
ſure that is not groſs will, to him, 
appear unlovely. On the contrary; 
if early taught that an univerſe can 
only be ſeen by looking backward 
over the realms of ſpirit, man grows 
proud of every new diſcovery in his 
intellectual world; he will exult 
with the hope of poſſeſſing a ſtate 
ſuited to his fine, though inviſible 
powers, and will no longer deſpiſe 
himſelf.— 


Very well, good Father, you are 
exceedingly eloquent on topics 
which, I am certain, will give you 
range enough; and ſo far am I from 


endeavouring to oppoſe your pious 


harangue, that I will do all I can 
to ſupport it, 'and you ſhall draw 
the concluſion V our pretty mourner 

* is 
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* 


« to ſuit my fine, inviſible powers; 
and until ſhe is diſpleaſed with mes 
I will not deſpiſe myſelf.” 15 


a 


* 


The muſcles of an anchoret would 


have unbended at this ſcene.—The 
eyes of Dormoud ſparkled with gaiety, 
as they were turned up to the Corde- 
lier; who ſtood gazing on him like 


one ſtruck with terror and aſtoniſh- 


ment—the momentary pauſe ended in 
a loud laugh of Dormoud; who, tak- 


ing the Cordelier's hand, ſympathiſed 
with him in a merry manner—* And 


© how, my holy Friend,” ſaid he, 


could you ſo eaſily let go the beſt 


* end of the argument?“ 


I am confuſed, not conquered— 


* aprize of unequalled value is nei- 


© ther 


is the univerſe to me 3 and, in poſ- 
« ſeſſing her, 1 will aſk nothing more 
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© ther won nor guarded with eaſe.— 
© Iam more intereſted on your ac- 
© count than you can conceive. 


To this laſt ſpeech of the Corde- 
lier I could have given my ſecret 
avowal; but I was reſolved to ob- 
ſerve all I could, and be ſilent — My 


ſituation required caution, and ſilence 


is ſeldom 1nconvenient to thoſe who 


would advance fafely through the 


troubles of "wow. 


© I thank you? replied Dormoud 
to the Cordelier, © I believe, my 
good Sir, you would kindly make 
me diſſatisfied with the retroſpect of 
myſelf—I never mean to take a 
-backward view, whilſt*time drags 
me forward ; but do indulge me for 


a month or two, and I will try to 
| 6 be 


%  % I. 


c 


Aa 


7 


TRE ROYAL CAPTIVE 213 


be virtuous through the remaining 
part of my life. 


Liſten to the voice of virt tue, and 
you may ſmile when dying.“ | 


© Yes !—but you ſombre ſons of 
melancholy viſion are known to pro- 
miſe more than yourſelves dare 


truſt to. You ſooth, with the hope 
of niercy, poor delinquents, whom 


you, nevertheleſs, from the ſeverity 


of your rules, think loſt for ever. Far 


be it from the innocent Dormoud to 
argue like a modern ſophiſt, for 
and againſt you, without knowing 


why; but ſurely I may avail myſelf 
of your ſpiritual lenity, and beg 
you will comfort me, by perſuad- 


ing my fair priſoner, that 1 am the 
moſt honourable of men.“ 


Have 


—— 


8 
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Have you reſolved to ſupport 
© that character? 


Humph 1-1 wiſh to—I had 
forgot myſelf— I only was thinking 
what would pleaſe the lady.“ 


Q 


Can you expect me to violate 
© truth? Does it pertain to my office 
© to delude the judgment of my fel. 
low-creatures ?—"' | 


A little, I believe—Well, well, 


my dear Father, you will find me a 
proſelyte the moment Iam convinced 
of the efficacy of your doctrine; 
in the interval, you know, if I loſe 
the pleaſure of ſinning, you and 
your ſable brethren will loſe the 
glory of my repentance.” 
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Perceiving the heart of this lively 
libertine invulnerable, I wiſhed to 
ſupport the gentle Cordelier, and in- 
terrupted the converſation, by ſaying 
to Dormoud, „If I may adviſe, Sir, 
« you ſhould reſt your cauſe with the 
cc lady, and truſt to her deciſion.” 


© I muſt—T muſt—but her inflexi- 
© bility enrages me. 


On other topics we gave our opi- 
nions alternately, till the Cordelier 
took leave, which he did haſtily, and 


with looks full of trouble. My eyes 


followed him; I melted with com- 
miſeration, and wiſhed Dormoud had 


treated him with more reverence, 


though he had lately avoided me. 


When alone with Dormoud, he 
returned to the ſubje& his imagina- 
I ; na 
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tion ſwelled with. He wiſhed me 
immediately to. viſit the lady, to 
plead with her in his behalf— but, 
ſaid he, if you can ſucceed with her 
© in no other way, tell her I will 
Here he made a ſull pauſe. 


«© Marry her,” replied I.—_ 


© Go, Sir—you are ſenſible we are 
* irzends conditionally,” 


This ſpeech was delivered with 
haughty ſullenneſs ; its effect was loſt 
on me, my whole ſoul was collected, 
a few momentary pangs came not 
within her eſtimation. And as I feared 
not death, I could not fear Dormoud. 
| Charged with. his diſhonourable em- 
bafſy, I hoped to acquit myſelf, not 
as a creature apt for villainy ; but, it 
the lady ſhould prove as tender to 
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him as ſhe was to the Cordelier, I did 
not think myſelf privileged in oppoſ- 
ing her ſentiments. Therefore I. 
haſtened to her apartment, knocked 
gently at her door ; it was opened, 
and ſhe received me with dignity of 
manner, but veiled. In attempting a 
formal apology, my tongue faultered. 
The lady obſerved, ſpared my con- 


| fuſion, and, with an heavenly ſweet- 


neſs, defired me to be ſeated, 


© You ſeem a ſtranger, Sir, may 


* you never become familiar to the 


*- horrors of this priſon.” 


Endeavouring to appear reſpectful, 


I took my ſeat with aukwardneſs 


enough, I believe, and incoherently 


clatthed the lady's indulgence—She 
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I could hear her breath flutter in 
tremulous pauſes ; her face 1 was not 
permitted to behold. 


Surely, ſaid I to myſelf, agitation 
is ſympathetic, or we ſhquld not thus 
mutually feel diſtreſſed : politeneſs 
bids me leave her, that ſhe may con- 
quer this ſurpriſe. Hardly knowing 
what was beſt, I ſuddenly aroſe to be 
gone, and, bowing low, found cou- 
rage at. laſt to ſay, ** Pardon me, 
« Madam, I meant not to intrude— 
6 my preſence oppreſſes you—-T will, 
£ if permitted, wait on you at ſome 
* more. tranquil moment.” 


£ Pray, "A excuſe my manner! 

© if it is forbidding, I mean it not; 
* no future moment will find me more 
* tranquil believe me much at lei- 
£ ſure—let me prevail on you, Sir, 
* 10 


! to lay why I am Bbhoured. with 


«© adhering to the firſt good, firſt l | 


© however unexpected, or however 
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* your viſit?ꝰ 


I fat down again—The lady, in 
ſpite of her efforts to conceal it, Was 
fill _—_— 


& Politeneſs, Madam, may, in 
ce ſome degree, be forgot or neglect- 
& ed, when the mind is ſtubbornly 


* perfect, and firſt fair. My viſit, 


c 


* 


painful, may be productive of 
your liberty and happineſs. Calm 
« your apprehenſions I am a ſtranger 
ce to you I am no ſtranger to that 
ce tender delicacy due to your ſex. 
« Summon, therefore, thoſe ſtronger 
ec virtues, of which I hope you are 
& poſſeſſed, and yield not thus to un- 
favourable impreſſions.” 
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© What means this ſolemn prelude, 
Sir? my ſituation from you needs 
no ſupport : What have you to do 
with my virtues? Can you judge 
me, who am accountable only to 
heaven? When I complain, do 
you prove a comforter | If you 


come to fortify my mind againſt the 


fear of death, know I am prepared, 
and have not leiſure to hear you : 
none can guide me through the un- 
known gulf, I muſt depart alone; 
whilſt here, my ſorrows are ſacred, 
not one of your ſex muſt profane 
them.” 


So, ſo! here is another farce ri- 


ſing (thought I.) This lady poſitively 
will not be ſaved by any man but the 
Cordelier. O, woman! thy artful 
reſerve never ends. 


ä I was 
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I was not in a humour to be over- 
credulous ; and as I firmly believed 
the lady was giving me a taſte of the 
buſkin, I reſolved to bring her up to 
a climax, and proceeded in a ſolemn 
tone : TY be 
] aſk not your confidence, Ma- 
* dam, time only can convince you 
© that my aſſiduity is not merely 
ce officious, but honorable ; whilſt I 


ce guide you to peace, E will not aſk. 


« your friendſhip, this gloomy ſitua- 
« tion forbids that hope, for the at- 


5 tendants here are Doubt, Suſpicion, 


« Diſmay, and Murder.“ 
© I know it—procecd, Sir.“ 
«© Dormoud loves you.“ 


Speak not of Dormoud.” 
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ec Reflect on your dreadful ſtate ; 
64 J ſhudder at the evils which may 
«& befall you, if your ſoul is not 
*© magnanimous enough to ſacrifice 
6“ your love to your honour,” 


AM Fear me not, i ns muſt, 
© indeed, be a ſtranger to me; you 
„will, I fancy, ſoon know me better 

perhaps too ſoon,” 

; Her laſt 3 1 were breathed 
in a low tone, like that of one labour- 
ing with inward anguiſh, What 
could I propoſe to this commanding 
creature, commanding only from ap- 
parent, or real reſignation ! for I now 
confeſs, with ſhame, my doubts were 
not removed. 8 


I may be wrong, with reſpect to 
the lady, ſaid I, pauſing within my- 
ſelf, 
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ſelf, but her conduct onght not to 
influence mine l am not a villain yet! 
Emily alone, I believe, could make 
me ſo; ſhe is wandering in the flowery 
path of vicious pleaſure ;- the leads 
the purſuit, this holy Cordelier fol- 
lows—There may come a time—No 
_ ſhall never interrupt them 5 


ce Madam, when T telt you there | 
&« are dangers near, you cannot fore- 
6 ſee' nor prevent, you will pardon 
„my officiouſnefs, though you may 
ce not follow my advice. Refle& 
c for one moment, think in whoſe 
cc power you are, and if the world 
ec holds but one object to whom you 
e may be dear, or who may be dear 
«© to you, preſerve your life! look 
& forward to a happier future; and 
IT ſoothed by heavenly hope, pur- 
ane „ chaſe 
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c chaſe liberty with honourable 
cc miſery,” 


3 What mean you by honourable 
© miſery, Sire? 


*« Your marriage with Dormoud !” 


I ſtarted at my own propofition— 
Doxmoud had given me no authority 


to make it, but my love of virtue, 1 


believe, was, impulſive. I-felt no 
deſire myſelf of ſeducing this defence- 
leſs lady, and forgot, at the mo- 
ment, they were not my own ſenti- 
ments I was ſent to deliver. 
. - Feeble cuſtom of n re- 
plied the lady, © marriage can bind, 
but where honour is not known, 
could I marry to delude the man 1 
© contemned ? Would he brutally 
dare 
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ſuch doctrine from a lady; the be- 
loved Cordelier, 1 ſuppoſed, was 
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0 dare to ſeize my hand whilſt con- 
ſcious he was the object of my dif- 


guſt? There may be ſuch a man, 
Sir, but with ſuch a man I ſhould 
deſerve and taſte diſhonourable mi- 
ſery. The tie of marriage too 
often ſecures the dull and unimpaſ- 
ſioned frame, but how many tender, 


noble and nameleſs bleſſings inviſi- 
bly hang over two Kindred ſouls 


unconfined by human inſtitution ?- 


That refined and generous aftection 
is not born of law. Heaven alone 


directs its inherei.t and increaſing 
force, till death, for death alone 


diſſolves it. — Speak to me of ho- 
nour; let it ſtand unfupported by, 


and ſuperior to your laws.“ 


This was the firſt time I had heard 
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whiſpering through her enraptured 
ſoul. She, however, ſet my think- 
ing powers at a ſtand, and defied my 


judgment. Woman generally re- 
gards the Hymeneal ſtate with a kind 
of awe. At leaſt we teach them it is 


their duty and their intereſt to hold it 


ſacred, though we often deſtroy, by 


our example, the effect of our theory. 


Till we better obey the laws we make, 
woman will laugh at us, inaſmuch as 
we endeavour to inſult her under- 
ſtanding. Finding I was rapt in my 
own contemplation, the lady reſumed : 


Well, Sir, if you ever were be- 


© loved, I think you muſt hold my 
opinion.“ 


I once believed I was, Madam— 
«© My miſtreſs talked much of honor; 


86 e me with ideas of fancied 
18 virtue; 5 
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« virtue; bad me love her and 
cc truth, yet, by heaven, ſhe is falſe! 
Pardon my, impatience! I am 
« mad with the imagination of her 
ec guilt! She purſues another She 
«© holds me in her chains, faithleſs 
«© woman For. her lake ſhall the 
wy whole ſex— 


© Hold, Sir, in the name of the 
C whole lex.” | 


W Bear with me- I am injured 
e deeply wounded; the faſcinating 
« beauty I adored has proved your 
doctrine falſe. No tender ties in- 
viſibly held her heart to mine; no 
& truth, no honour but ſhe is—ſhe 
“ ſhall be my contempt.” 


- 


c 


N 


c 


* 


La) 


Are you certain, Sir, that your 
© wrongs are not imaginary? Are 


„ L 6 „ 


DA *— 
* 4 A — - . WR EST r 


— rey eng, Y 


— — 2 
wm IgE * N — * 
W 8 "I" ** at 


— 
— 


"OS GR ISAS Os, OE aL SE 
7 r m 


W445 * 
n —— 28 


226 THE ROYAL CAPTIVES., 


La) 


you not fearful of expreſſing your- 
ſelf too paſſionately ? Do you not 
feel a dread while ſtabbing the cha- 


racter of the woman you once 
a loved A 


KR 


ts. 


"Her voice altered from its . 
as ſhe put thoſe queſtions, into a tre- 
mulous ſolemnity, as if ſhe feared my 
avowal of the charges I advanced, and 
hoped for my recantation. I. was 
ſtruck with more reverence than I had 
felt on the commencement of my 
vifit, but boldly continued my pro- 
teſtations of eternal contempt for the 
principles of my fallen miſtreſs. 


: Is ſhe not ſtili dear to you, Sir?“ 


% 1—I—No, Madam — She was 
« dear only to me perhaps ſhe did 
not love me: ſhe is cheap to thoſe 

(6 © ſhe 
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c the loves—T have forgot her—at 
ce leaſt ſhe never more ſhall 211, 
my ſpirit.” 

My heart ſtruggled to utter con- 
trary language; it ſtill was beating 
with wounded tenderneſs, but pride, 
inſulted pride, came to my relief, 
embittered my ideas, and filled me 
with ſuch ſtubbornneſs, that had 
Emily appeared at that moment before 
me, I think I could have thrown her 
from me for ever. My negociation 
with the lady had all this time gained 
but little advantage, and J returned 
to it as well as I could. After recapi- 
tulating the ſubject of my viſit, mak- 
ing generous comments on her opi- 
nions, and ſetting my unſucceſsful 
propoſition of matrimony aſide, I 
hinted, that the true ſupport of her 

argument 
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argument would be always in her own 
power ; and that if marriage appeared 


to ſhackle the free-born._ flame, Dor- 


moud, who loved her, would ſtudy 
other methods to male her e 


10 « Baſe! 


N y neee was at a full ſtop. T 


was dumb—A ſpider at that moment 


happened to be' crawling up the wall, 


and afforded me the opportunity, by 


ſtriking it down with my handker- 
chief, of turning aſide wy ng 
countenance. 


5 1 at, Sir, this is your firſt 
© time of «cing/incan official capa- 


2 er for— 


For 
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« For what, Madam ?” interrupting 
her with quickneſs— 


For your miſtreſs, Sir—you cer- 
tainly plead much in her behalf, 
© when you ſay, ſhe is falſe to you. 


N 


A 


friend to you and virtue ? Say, 
would you have dared, either for 
the ſake of Dormoud or for your 


ſnares inconſiſtent with the delicacy 
of her ſoul? | 


SS @a = A. a mm 


| 


4 loved her, Madam, whilſt r 


© knew ſhe was innocent, with ec. 


„ ſtaſy, that filled me with viſionary 


Could ſhe have been equally a 


own, to have | ſeduced her into 


& refinement 5 could I now meet 


“ her, my ardour would be very 
« different, Who ever ſported with 
| 7 be 22 a cro- 
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« a crocodile as they would with a 
ec lamb 2” 


Ha! is it poffible Enough, 
Sir :—I confeſs your reaſoning is 
«£ juſt; you are no ſelf-deluding ſo- 
© phiſt. By, converſing frequently 
© with you, or gazing through your 
© medium, I ſhould maintain, ob- 
«© ſtinately, that all men were blind 
© who did not fee as I did. Be not 
© difcouraged ;. your ſucceſs may more 
© than anſwer your expectations 
© have but one wiſh ungratified, which 
© 18, that of being informed how you. 
„ were brought to this dreadful place. 
© —[t does not matter |—all is over, 
© all will ſoon paſs away l' 


te Madam, it is impoſſible you can 
judge me, unleſs you know the 


50 woman.“ 
| © Be- 
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© Behold that woman l' throwing 
up her veil.— 


The conflict was too powerful ! 
ſhe fainted—Trembling with aſto- 
niſhment and terror I caught her in 
my arms: once more Once more 


w hold my Emily! To gaze on her 


I had loved ſo long ! for whom 1 
had ſuffered ſo much! Good Hea- 
ven! How enraptured I ſtood with 
momentary joy. The viſion ended as 
her ſenſe returned. She looked at 
me, but not with tenderneſs : not 
with that innocent confidence which 
once filled her eyes; but, panting 
with pride, indifference and deſpair, 
—O what would I have given to re- 
trieve ſo fine a mind! What would 


| have borne to have recalled fo valu- 


able a heart to love and Henry !— 


4 
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© It is wonderful!” ſaid the, with. 
drawing her eyes from me and fix- 
ing them on the earth—* it is dread- 
ful! But it muſt be ſo—Henry !— 
* poor Henry! where have you 
been? 


57 


She pauſed 


——U—ä— — — 


- * Speak on I- Aſk me again where 
ee J have been - Tell me I have 
* been _ forgotten — 


A flood of tears flendly flowed down 
her cheeks, I ſuffered them to flow 
without interruption, hoping they were 
the ſoft effects of pity or of love. — 
The Cordelier was not thought of at 
this moment.— 


© I never ſuppoſed we could meet 

£ thus, unfortunate Henry! Why did 
6 v 

© you 
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© you ſuffer the world to corrupt you? 
„what has the world gained by 
making you baſe 


« Am l baſe in your eyes, Emily?“ 
For ever!? 


« Who has dared to tell you I 
am baſe?” 


: Yourſelf, 81 me—I. am 
cheap only to thoſe I love and 
© have no leiſure but to employ 


0 wih my confeſſor. 
Damm him 15 | 


How, Sir“ 


Pardon me, Emily !”— 
2 08 
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+ +6 ou Eannot now offend, Sir,'— 
ſaid the kaugbey maid, breaking in 
upon my apology with the utmoſt 


e © 


oy Hers you "I your Father, 
« Emily?” _, 


- ©'T remember him well—He can 
© never come to me !—I muſt never 
© go to him! here I am to breathe 
© my laſt !—Henry —1 did not wiſh 
Ko meet you here. Why did you 
© come to ſee me die ?—Depart !— 

© try to be happy—you are changed, 
© greatly changed ; but there are 
© pleaſures in the world ſuited to 
« depravity, and FO. yet be 


; * 


% am a priſoner,” 
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„ God forbid -O where. are now 


* 


my bliſsful viſions, of eternity! the 


* 


to my ſpirit's eye. Go, Sir! I 
pray vou leave me Do you not 
« diſcern diſtraction growing round 
you? I am feeble, yery feeble— 
« Nay, I ſhall taſte of guilt in con» 


© verfing with you—Leaye me with: 


my 8 


Obſerving her ſpeech grew incoe 
herent and broken in its meaning, 1 
began to dread the conſequence of 


this melancholy and ſtrange meeting; 
I therefore retired, with a heart burſt- 
ing with -ſhame, jealouſy and ſorrow ; 
and, 1n paſling through the arched- 
aiſle, met the Cordelier,— 


* You 


joys of Heaven are growing languid 


= — 


6 
1 WE. FP 2 © oe A TIE ature.” 
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«© You have undone me, Father,” 
faid I to him, “that Lady loves 
66 14 75 K 


She has a tight, replied he with 
firmneſs, 


« By Heaven you muſt be cau- 
5 tious !'— 

I will=Go to your apartment, 
* and try to follow my example'— 


Without deigning further expla- 
nation, he entered the apartment of 
Emily, from whence that 8 
an had baniſhed me. 


Stupid with aftoniſhment J forgot 
Dormoud, and wandered from Emily's 


coor, through the furtheſt paſſages, 
2 endea- 
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endeavouring to account for this myſ- 
terious event. | 


Who could bring unfortunate 
Emily here? Why ſhe is a priſoner, 
I need not queſtion, Individuals in 
France ſtand in hourly jeopardy, are 
ever devoted to ſecret intrigue and 
too frequently torn from their friends 
they know not why. I left her in 
the convent on that fatal night, when 
I was borne into ſlavery. Could 
Dormoud convey her thence ? Rode- 
rique, I ſuppoſed then, my only rival, 
and my inveterate foe, Where is 
now that finiſhed villain? Perhaps 
an aſſociate with this infernal Gover- 
nour I- What can 1 do! why did I 
not expire in chains within theſe 
walls—anguiſh accumulates. Poor 
Emily! will no kind ſpirit plead for 

thee ? 
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thee? Thy youth, thy innocence, 
thy inexperience ; or it might happen 
that ſome deſigning act of friend. 
ſhip performed by this happy Cor- 
delier ſtrengthened his purpoſes and 
diſſolved thine, 


Thus I reflected, but my revoly- 
ings threw no light on this ſtate of 
horror. All was enveloped inthe ſhade 
of deſtiny, No gleam of comfort 
came, nor did I know whither to go; 
could I immediately return to Dor- 
moud? Did I dare, truly to relate 
the unexpected reſult of my media- 
tion for him? No, ſuch imprudence 
would have hurried on the ſtroke of 
fate. Emily, myſelf, or both muſt 
inſtantly bave fallen; and though the 
fight of the Cordelier had recalled 
my ſenſe of honour, and I had re- 
ſolved 
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reſolved never to marry Emily, ſhe 
ſtill ſeemed to whiſper her claim to 
my pity and my friendſhip; * To 
© your honour I could confide my 
© child, ſaid her Father in an hap» 
pier hour. Loſt in perplexity, I in- 
ſenſibly reached the leaſt frequented 


part of the caſtle, I heard fighs and 


lamentations: 1 ſay not the victims 
who breathed them; the low door 
of the ſubterraneous den, ſhewn me 
by Dormoud, laſt preſented itſelf—T 
ſtood looking at it with attention, and 
as Dormoud had predicted, felt leſs 
terror than at firſt, for calamity was 
become familiar to me. As I loiter- 
ing gazed around me, at the many 
heavy doors barred with iron, and 
ranged in thoſe quiet and ſolemn 
walls, my curioſſty wWas awakened by 
hearing a noiſe within ; the groan I 
Vo. II. M had 
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had heard when with Dormoud; 
came again to my recollection : and I 
wiſhed impatiently to deſcend thoſe 
ſteps once more, where I had found 
the picture of my mother; my an- 
xiety was unavailing I the ponders 
ous key was in the poſſeſſion of Dor- 
moud—1 remembered my hapleſs 
parents and walked. ſlowly on. This 


wing of the caſtle, ſhooting itſelf ãnto 


the ſea, was doubly terrible: a ſtill» 
neſs' controuled the troubled ſpirit ! 
II felt as if moving through a void 
ſacred only to inviſible woe! Beings; 
who were irrevocably loſt and meant 
to be cut off from the world were 
confined here! No guards paſſing: 


vigilance might here have ſlept; ſince 


maſſy bars filled every little avenue, 
and all appeared:tremendouſly ſecure. 
Turning my eye towards the right 

ane 
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hand wall, I obſerved a low window 
about a foot ſquare, I put my face 
_ cloſe to the grate ; cold and confined 
air ſeemed to come moaning from 
ſome back part; I ſuppoſed it came 
from the ocean, and the darkneſs of this 
gloomy chamber could only be diſ- 
covered by a glimmering flame, lan- 
guiſhing and going out by fits, from 
a ſhattered and filthy lamp placed on 
a large coffin. I liſtened the winds 
breathed horror on my imagination, 
which ſwiftly formed creations of ſuch 
frightful ſhadowing, that I even ſtart- 
ed from the grate. At that mo- 
ment I thought the, name of Henry 
ſtole ſoftly on my ear !—nothing 
more! Dead ſilence followed—T' was 
perſuaded it was fancy; the flame in 
the lamp expired :—and borne down 

| M 2 1 
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with diſmay, I again bent my irregu- 
lar ſteps towards Emily's door. 


If I muſt be a villain, ſaid I, as I 
paſſed it, I will not prove a villain for 
Dormoud ; I will learn circumvention. 
till J outdo him, I will oppoſe art 
to his arrogance, ſervility to his pride, 
and flattery to his crimes ; he is too 
full of vice to be worthy my care. 
Indulgent Father of unnumbered 
worlds! let me ſtill beg exiſtence from 
thee ! Preſerve me amidſt the ſnares 
of man, and though entangled! in 
this web of human miſery, make me 
act for the cauſe of virtue! 


When a man begins the work of 
villainy with compunction, it is a 
proof that he witl become and idler. 
Vicious minds muſt encounter many 

3 difficulties 
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difficulties in their lame-halting after 
flying pleaſure; I could not preſume 
to keep pace yet with Dormoud, but 
I reſolved whilſt my life was pro- 
longed within theſe walls, to become 
his competitor in the manner I 
thought beſt ſuited to my train of 
thought,—l1 alſo reſolved that if Emily 
was not mine, ſhe never ſhould be 
his againſt her inclination ; the Cor- 
delier 1 knew held a good chance 
againſt us both, 


But what of Emily? — She has for- 
gotten me; would ſhe have forgot- 
ten her vows had I not inſulted her 
truth, and wounded her fame even 
in her preſence? Yes,—ſhe has fa- 
voured this Cordeher, he loves her, 
15 beloved, and Iam eſtranged ; yet, 
it can be no crime to ſave her from 


M 3 Dormoud 
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Dormoud—I will try to protect her, 
that ſhe may (ſhould a future chance 
offer) be bleſt with the obje& of her 
affections :; this is the laſt ſtruggle of 
my dying hopes ! 


Dormoud was waiting for me; I 
haſtened to him, and flattered him 
with expeCtation. Embracing me 
with livelineſs, and when, faid he, 
by ſhall I viſit her.“ 


« Let me prevail on you to calm 
45 your impatience, Sir; love when 
« immature, feebly operates on the 
* human mind. Baniſh fear and un- 
eaſineſs from her you admire, and 
* your . may be of long « con- 
* tinuance.— 


* 


A 


c 


But you give me hopes: you 
ee think 
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K 


think ſhe will not perſevere in cruel- 
ty; why may I not this moment 
throw myſelf at her feet, and tell 
her ] am expiring with the flame 


ſhe has kindled in my boſom *' 


A 


A 


* 


A] 


« Her confeſſor is with her!“ — 


© That quiet fellow croſſes me like 
© my evil genius: and yer, I almoſt 
with my life had been like his ; his 
harmleſs, unimpaſſioned manner 
gains on my reſpe&, but 1 ſhall 
never get hold of this charming 
lady whilſt he e her holy 
deluſion.“ 


- 


K 


% Po you 1 — further than 
& from his offices here? 


© I know he has the addreſs of 
M 4. © manag- 
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< managing ſome of the firſt men in 
France.“ 


4 Where did he come from?“ 


From the Netherlands, ſtrongly 
recommended by the Abbe Doro- 
vontes: let us talk no more of 
© him : — Say when 1 may ſee the 


lady. 


This was the firſt flep I had 
taken from the way of truth, and it 
how appeared a certain one towards 

deſtrution—TI had made an unwar- 
ranted propoſal to Emily ; I had given 
falſe hope to Dormoud, merely to 
gain time, and ſtood between both a 
deceiver :--no other path offered, T 
was obliged to go on.— 


< Ty 
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c It is vain to think of obtain- | 
«© ing her but through the fanc- 
« tion of the church. — 


The Devil it is! you melt and 
© freeze me with the ſame breath.” 

C Becauſe you allow not yourſelf, 
© or the lady, leiſure to arrive by 
« fine and fond gtadation at con- 
. ſummate happineſs— when was wo- 
© man won furrounded; by terrors? 
«© Delicacyz attention, compoſure: 
6e all that can ſoften and allure, ſhould 
ce play gently near her. Senfibility 
6 and tenderneſs once awakened in 
© the bofom af woman, imagination 
% and memory will befriend the 
a lover, ſhe; will in idea become 
« more his than her own, and yield 

6 to 
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40 to pity, more than ſhe can hold 
6 with pride.” Fo 

I was not certain in this ſpecious 
harangue of deſcribing a lady's heart, 
but I was certain mine would warm- 
ly comply with al thoſe daring 
duties, $4 U 


8 By Heaven I will obey you,” 
(ſaid Dormoud, paſſonately) -* only 

© give me hope and you ſhall manage 
me, till—aye, till Lam no longer 
patient enough to bear your rein. 
© You, I believe, have been converſant 
© with that haughty part of the ſex 
E;ſtiled women of virtue; I only 
© with the weak” and willing, and 
© my cheap victories 'are' no longer 
£ valued. Bur this glorious conqueſt 
© was 
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© was reſerved for my riper judg- 
© ment, and over this fair oppoſer I 
'* will not ſeem to triumph, but to 
© yield,” — | 


* The lady thinks favourably of 
*« you—l will ſee her again, and 
draw forth, if poſſible, her ſecret 
e reſolves; Iam in your power, Sir, 
4 —you may command my ſer— 
"vices." 


VMMy dear. friend, you make me 
happy; I will not command but 
obey you: ſhare my confidence, taſte 
every pleaſure confinement can af- 
ford, but you are ſo conducive to 
my tranquillity that you will pardon 
me when I ſay, liberty to you would 


* be affliction to me, You really 
© maſter 


A 


AQ 


». 


- 


La) 
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© maſter my paſſions, at leaſt from 
© your bent they will acquire aggre- 
£ gated force. 


This was new reaſoning, and not 
very congenial to my wiſh for free- 
dom. In truth, I grew hourly more 
involved, and my embaraſlments 
thickened as I laboured to diſengage 
myſelf, 


© I have,” (reſumed the Governor) 

© been invited by the Marquis Lou- 
© yois to fpend a day or two with 
© him; the Deputy Rozinellé, will 
in my abſence grant your reaſona- 
© ble requiſitions: before I depart 
6 pain me an amicable interview with 
© my charming miſtreſs, I promiſe 
© not to make full uſe of it—Shall 
It 
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© it be to-morrow ?—] di- g ſee 


© thr?” 


To this hot-headed lover, I ſaid 
more than I meant to fulfill, and with- 
drew. 


To hear that the Cordelier came 
from the Netherlands, and recom- 


mended by the Abbe Dorovontes, of 


whom my Father had ſpoken to me, 
afforded hope of intelligence; I ac- 
cordingly reſolved to regain his at- 
tention and friendſhip, eſpecially as 
1 meant to reſign Emily for ever; 
my parents were ſtil] dear to me, 
The remembrance of them ſacred; 
but when J reflected on Emily, pride, 
revenge, jealouſy and deſpair tore my 
boſom with their working * * # 
TT 3 - * Som 
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| 2d Auguſt, 1685. 
2 WHAT, mean theſe ſhivering fits 
— am ill—writing is become too 


great a labour—here I muſt end my 
LAS VS 1 © 


